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PROLOGUE. 
By a FRIEND. 
Spoken by Mr. Boer R. 


70 ONG have 3 the Greek and Roman name, 
Aſiſied by the muſe, renew their fame, 
While yet unſung thoſe heroes ſleep, from whom 
Greece form'd her Platos, and her Cæſars Rome. 
Such, Egypt, were thy ſons! divinely great 
In arts, in arms, in wiſdom, and in flate. 

Her early monarchs gave ſuch glorious birth, 
T heir ruins are the wonders of the earth. 
Structures fo vaſt by thoſe great kings deſign'd, 

Are but faint ſketches of their baundleſs mind: 
Tiet ne er has Albion's ſcene, though long renown 4. 
With the ſtern tyrants of the Nile been crown'd. 

The tragic Muſe in grandeur ſhould excel, 

Her figure blazes, and her numbers fell. 

The proudeft monarch of the proudeſt age, 
From Egypt comes to tread the Britiſh flage: 
Did Homer's heroes, moderns are to thoſe 
Whom this night's venerable ſcenes diſcloſe. 

Here pomp and ſplendor ſerves but to prepare: 
To u the foul is our poor care ; 
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By / difreſs þo et pity to impart, 


And mend your nature, while awe move your heart; 
Nor would theſe ſcenes in empty worlds abound, 

Or overlay the ſentiment with ſound. 

¶ hen paſfiom rages, eloquence is mean: 
Geſtures and looks beſt ſpeak the moving ſcene. 

Ye ſhining Fair] when tender woes invite 

To pleaſing anguiſh and ſevere delight, 
By your a flifion you c,mpute your gain, 

And riſe in pleaſure as you riſe in pain. 

Tf then juft objects of concern are ſhawn, 

And yur hearts heave with ſorrows not your ou, 
Let not the gen'rous impulſe be withſtood, 
Strive not with nature; bluſh not to be good :. 8 
Sighs only from a nobler temper riſe, 1 
And 'tis your virtue faells into your eyes, 
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ACT I SCENE I. 
Enter PutRON and 8 SYPHOCES.. 


Srynoces. 3 
, F lows ſtructures, and immortal deeds, 
Enlarge the thought, and. ſet our ſouls on fire, 
My tongue has been too cold in Egypt's praiſe, 
The queen of nations, and the boaſt of times, 
Mother of ſcience, and the houſe of gods! 
| Scarce can I open wide my lab ring mind 
To comprehend the vaſt idea, big 
With arts and arms, ſo boundleſs in their 3 
| Pher. Thrice happy land! did not her dreadful king, 
Far- fam'd Buſiris, whom the world reveres, 
Lay all his ſhining wonders in _—_— 
By cruelty. and pride. 1 
Synb. By pride indeed; 
He calls himſelf The Proud, and nn in it, 
Nor would exchange for Jupiter's Almighty. 
Have we not ſeen. him ſhake his ſilver reins 
O'er harneſs d monarchs to his chariot ok d? 
In ſullen majeſty they ſtalk along, 
With eyes of indignation and deſpair, 
i SS Wie 


= To crown the . this. _ pyramid. 
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While he aloft diſplays his 1 den ſtate, 

With half their riſled kingdoms o'er his brow, 

Blazing to heaven in diamonds and gold. 
Pher. Nor leis the tyrant's crue!: y than pride 


His horrid altars ſtream with human blood, 
And piety is murder in his hands. [4 great Shout... 


Spi. There roſe the voice of twice two hundred 
_ thouſand, 


And broke the clouds, and clear'd the face of day; 


The king, who from his temple's airy height, 


With heart dilated, that great work ſurveys, 
Who ſhall proclaim what can be done by man, 
Has ſtruck his purple-ſtreamer, and deſcends. 


Pher. Twice ten long years have ſeen that haughty 
pile, 


| Which nations with united toil advance, 85 
Cain on the ſkies, and labour up to heaven. 


18 p he king—or proſtrate fall, or diſappear. 


Exeunt. | 


9 Euter Businis, ad - 
| . This ancient city, Memphis the renown'd, 
Almoſt coæval with the Sun himſelf, | | 
And boaſting ſtrength ſcarce ſooner to "HRS 
How. wanton fits ſhe amid nature's ſmiles ;. 


Nor from her higheſt turret has to view, 


But golden landſcapes and luxuriant ſcenes; 
A waſte of wealth, the ſtorehouſe of the world! 
Here, fruitful vales, far-ſtretching, fly the ſight; 


There, ſails unnumber'd whiten all the ſtream 


While from the banks full twenty thouſand cities 
Survey their pride, and ſee their gilded towers 
Float on the waves, and break againſt the ſhore: 


' [Sherws the FORD 
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ante. 
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Eengthens in air, and ends among the ſtars 5 


While every other object ſhrinks beneath 


Its mighty ſhade, and leſſens to the view, 
As kings compar d with me. 


Enter AuLE TES. He fall bete. 
Aul. O live for ever, 


Buſiris, firſt of men! 


Buſ. Auletes, riſe. 
Aul. Ambaſſadors from various s climes arrive, 


Io view your wonders, and to greet your fame; 
| Each loaden with the gifts his country yields, 


Of which the meaneſt riſe to gold and pearl: - 


The rich. Arabian fills his ample vaſe 
With facred incenſe; Ethiopia ſends 
A thouſand courſers fleeter than the wind ; 
And their black riders darken all the plain: 
Camels and elephants from other realms, 
| Bending beneath a weight of luxusy, 


Bring the beſt ſeaſons of their various years, 


And leave their monarchs poor. 


 Buſ. What from the Perſian? 
Aul. He bends before your throne, and far outweighs: ; 


The reſt in tribute, and outſhines in ſtate. 


| Buſ. Away; he ſees me not; I know his purpoſe 3 
A ſpy upon my. greatneſs, and no friend : 


Take his ambaſſador, and ſhew him Egypt; 
1 Memphis ſhew him various nations met, 
As in a ſea, yet not confin'd in ſpace, „ 

But ſtreaming freely through the ſpacious ſtreet, 


Which ſend forth millions at each brazen gate, 


 Whene'er the trumpet calls; high over- head 


On the broad walls the chariots bound along, I 


nn in air a thunder of my own; . 
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Jove too has pour'd the Nile into my hand, 
The prince of rivers, Ocean's eldeſt fon : 
Rich of myſelf, I make the fruitful year, 
Nor alk precarious plenty from the iky —— 
Throw all my glories open to his view, 
Then tell him, in return for trifles offer'd, 

I give him %, and when a Pertian arm 


Can thus with vigour its reluctance bend, 

Ala to the nerve its ſtubborn force fubdue;; 
| Then let his maſter think of arms but bring 
More men than yet e'er pour'd into the field; 


Mean time, thank heaven, our tide of conqueſt drives 


A different way, and leaves him ſtill a king; 
This to the Perſian. I receive the reſt, 


And give the world an anfwen Exit Buſei PY 8 
Manpexx, attended by priefts and her virgins, is ſeen fo-. 


crificing at a diſtance. 
As hymn 10 1815 is ſung. The prieſts go out. 

| ManDANE, attended by her maids, advances. 

Man. My morning -duty to the gods i is over, 
5 Yet {till this terror hangs upon my foul, 
And ſaddens every thought! ſtill behold 
The dreadful image; ſtill the threat'ning ſword 
Points at my breaſt, and glitters in mine eye ———. 


But 'twas a dream; no more. My virgins, leave me; 


And thou great Ruler of the world, be n 

O kindly ſhine on this important hour! 

This hour determines all my future life, - , - 

And gives it up to miſery or joy. [She advances. 
Theſe lonely walks, this deep and ſolemn gloom „ 

Wbere noon- day ſuns but glimmer to the view, 


This houſe of tears, and manſion of the dead, 


[Gives him a bows, 


For | 


A 
-.& 


2. 


„ 


= 
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For ever hides him from tbe hated light, 
And gives him leave to groan. 


Back ſcene draws, and ſhews MEnxon leanitig o ori. his 
father: « tomb. 35 Fs 


Was ever ſcene 
So mournful! If, my lord, the dead alone 
Are all your care life is no more a blelſing. 


Ho could you ſhun me for this d:{inal thade, 


And ſeek from love a refuge in deſpair? _ 
Mem. Why haſt thou brought t thole eyes to this 
ſad place, 7 
Where darkneſs dwells, and grief would ſigh ſecure 


In welcome horrors, and beloved night? 
Thy beauties drive thy friendly ſhades before them, 
And light up day e' en here. Retire my love; 


Tach joyful moment I would ſhare with thee, 
My virtuous maid, but I would mourn alone. 
| Man. What have you found in me ſo mean, to hope 


That while you figh, my heart can be at peace? 


Your forrows flow from your Mandane' 8 70 es. 
Mem. O my Mandane! 
Man. Wherefore turn you from me! 2 

_ Have I offended, or are you unkind! 

Ah me! a ſight as ſtrange, as pitiful! 

From this big heart, o'ercharg'd with gen 'rous ſorrow,. : 

See the tide working upward to his eye, 


And ſtealing from him in large ſilent drops 


Without his leave! can thoſe tears flow in vain? _ 
Mem. Why will you double my diſtreſs, and make 

MV grief my crime, by diſcompoſing you. — 

And yet I can't forbear ! Alas, my father! 5 

That name excuſes all; what! is not due 
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To that great name, which life or death can pay? 2 
Man. Speak on, and eaſe your lab'ring breaſt: 
ſwells 
And ſinks again; and then it ſwells ſo high, 
It looks as it would break. I know tis big 
With ſomething you would utter. Oft in vain 
I have preſum'd to atk your mournful ſtory; 
| But ever have been anſwer'd with a frown. 
Men. O my Mandane! did my tale concern 
Myſelf alone, it would not lie conceal'd ; 
But tis wrapt up in guilt, in royal guilt, 
And therefore tis unſafe to touch upon it: 
To tell my tale, is to blow off the aſhes 
From flceping embers, which will rife in flames 
At the leaſt-breath, and ſpread deſtruction round. 
But thou art faithful, and my other ſelf; 
And, O! my heart this moment is ſo full, 
It burits with its complaints, and I muſt ſpeak. 
Myris, the preſent queen, was only ſiſter 
Of great Artaxes, Gur late royal lord: 
Buſiris, who now reigns, was firſt of males 
In lineal blood, to which this crown deſcends.. 
Not with long circumſtance to load my ſtory, 
Ambitious Myris fir'd his daring ſoul, | 
And turn'd his ſword againſt her brother's life: 
Then mounting to the tyrant's bed and throne, 
. Enjoy'd her ſhame, and triumph'd in her guilt: 
Man. So black a ſtory well might ſhun the day. 
Mem. Artaxes' friends (a virtuous multitude) 
8 Were {wept away by baniſhment or death, 
In throngs, and ſated the devouring grave 
My father! — Think, Mandane, on your own, "3 
And pardon me! - 2 [eps 
Lhe _ took me, then of tender years, 


£ Regains its wonted force, and I will ſpeak — 
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And rear'd me with his ſon (a ſon fince dead). 


He vainly hop'd, by ſhews of guilty kindnels, 
To wear away the blackneſs of his crime, 
And reconcile me to my father's fate; 


Hence have I long been forc'd to ſtay my vengeance, 
To ſmooth my brow with ſmiles, and curb my tongue, 
While the big wo lies throbbing at my heart. 
Enter PHERON at a d. iftunce.. 
Pher. So cloſe! fo loving'—Here I fland unſeen, 


And watch my rival's fate. a 


Mem. But thou, my fair; 
Thou art my peace in tumult, life in death; 


Thou yet canſt make me bleſs'd. 


Man. As how, my Lord? 


Mem. Ah! why wilt thou inſult me. 2 
Man. Memnon. 


Mem. Speak! 
Mau. Nature forbids ; aud ah I wad begin, . 


She ſtifles all my ſpirits, and I —_ 
My heart is breaking, but I cannot 1 8 


O let me fly, — 


"Mes. Tim pierre wer i 
Man. O! ſpare me for a moment, till my heart 


Pheron, you know, is daily urgent with me, 


= Breaks through e and will not be refuſed. 


[Pheron ſpews a great concern. 


Yet more;. The prince, the young impetuous prince, 
Before his father-fent: him forth to war, 


And gave the Mede to his deſtructive ſword, 
Has often taught his tangue a filken tale, 
Heſcended from himſelf, and talk'd of love. 
Since laſt I ſaw thee, his licentious paſſion. 
Has haunted all =y dreams — 


This 
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This day the court ſhines forth in all its luſtre; 

To welcome her returning w -arrior- home ; 

Alas, the malice of our ſtars. ! | 
Mem. To place it | 

Beyond the power of fate to part our loves; 

Be this our bridal night, my life . ſoul! 


Pher. Perdition 126 them both! and have I lov'd 
Sq long, to catch her in another's arms! 
Another's arms for ever O the pang! 


Heart-piercing fight !—bus rage thall take its turn | 


It ſhall be ſo— and let the crime be his 
Who drives me to the black extremity; 


I fear no farther hell than that I feel. [Extit.. 


Mem. Trembling I graſp thee, and my anxious heart 
Is ſtill in doubt if I may call thee mine, 
O bliſs too great! O painful ecſtaſy! 
I know not what to utter. 
Man. Ah, my lord! 
| What means this damp that comes athwart my joy, 
_ Chaſtifing thus the lightneſs of my heart. 
L have a father, and a father too, 
Tender as nature ever fram'd. His will 
Should be conſulted. Should I touch his peace, 
1 ſhould be wretched in my Memnon's arms. 
Mem. Talk not of wretchedneſs. 
Man. Alas! this diy 
Firſt gave me birth, and (which is ſtrange to tell) 
The fates cer ſince, as watching its return, 
Have caught it as it flew, and mark'd it deep 
With ſomething great; extremes of good or ill. 


Mem. Why {hould we bode misfortune to our loves 3 


o 


No; 1 receive thee from the gods, in lieu 


[ Embrace. 2 


neee ce mt oa. 
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ot all that happineſs they raviſh'd from mez 


Fame, freedom, father, all return in thee. 
Had not the gods Mandane to beſtow, 


They never would have pour'd ſuch vengeance on me; 


They meant me thee, and could not be ſevere. 

Soon as night's favourable ſhades defcend, 

The holy prieſt ſhall join our hands for ever, 

And life ſhall prove but one long bridal-day. 

Till then, in ſcenes of pleaſure loſe thy grief, 

Or ſtrike the lute, or ſmile among the flowers, 
They'll ſweeter ſmell, and fairer bloom for thee. — 


Alas! I'm torn from this dear tender fade, 


By weighty reaſons, and important calls; 
Nay. &en by love itfelt—I quit thee now, 


| But to deſerve thee more. OO [They embrace. 


Man. Your friends are here.  [Exit. Maud. 
Mum. Excellent creature how my ſoul pants forthee! 


But other paſſions now begin their claim; 


Doubt, and diſdain, and ſorrow, and revenge, 


With mingling tumult, tear up all my breaſt : 
0 how unlike the foftnefles of love! 


Euter SYPHOCES. 

Syph. Hail, worthy Memnon. 

Mem. Welcome, my Syphoces 
And much I hope thou bring'ſt a bleeding hearts. 
A heart that bleeds for others muileries, 
Bravely regardleſs of its own, though great 
That firſt of characters. „ 

Syphb. And there's a ſecond, 


Not far behind; To reſeue the diſtrels'd, 


Or die. 
| Mem, Yes, die; and viſit te lere men, 
Who, from the firſt af time, have bath d their . 


+8 8 US IRIS. 
In tyrants? blood, and graſp'd their honeſt ſwords 
As part of their own being, when the cauſe, 
The public cauſe, demanded. O my friends! 
How long ſhall Egypt groan in- chains? How long 
Shall her ſons fall in heaps without a foe ? N 
No war, plague, famine, nothing but Buſiris, 
His people's father! and the ſtate's defence 
Yet but a remnant of the land ſurvives | —» 
Syph. What havock have I ſeen? Have we not known 
A multitude become a morning's prey, 
When troubled reſt, or a debauch, has ſour'd 
The monſter's temper ? Then tis inſtant death; 
Then fall the brave and good, like ripen'd corn 
Before the ſweeping ſcythe ; not the poor mercy 
To ſtarve, and pine at leiſure in their chains. _—— 
But what freſh hope, that we receive your ſummons. 
To meet you here this morning ? 
Mem. Know, Syphoces, 
'T'was on this day my warlike father's blood, 
So often laviſh'd in his country's cauſe, _ 
And greatly ſold for conqueſt and renown; 
Twas on this execrable day it flow'd 
On his own pavement, in a peaceful hour, 
Smok' d in the duſt, and waſh'd a ruffian's feet... 
This guilty day returning, rouſes all 
My ſmother'd rage, and blows it it to-a. flame. 
Wuere are our friends? 
 $yph. At hand. Rameſes, 
Laſt night, when gentle reſt o'er nature ſpread. 
Her ſtill command, and care alone was waking, 
Like a dumb, lonely, diſcontented, ghoſt, | | A 
Enter'd my chamber, and approach'd my bed; . ! 
With burſts of paſſion, and a peal of groanss | 1 
He recollects his godlike brother's fate, | 


wat PO i. ha. 
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The drunken banquet, and the midnight murder, 
And urges vengeance on the guilty prince. 

Such was the fellneſs of his boiling rage, 

Methought the night grew darker as he frown' d. 
Mem. I know he bear: the prince moſt deadly hate; 
But this will enter deeper in his ſoul ; [Shervs a letter... 

And rouſe up paſſions, which till now have ſlept: 
Murder will look like innocence to this. 

Syph. How, Memnon ? 

Mem. This reminds me of thy fate; 
The queen has courted thee with proffer'd realms, 


And fought by threats to bend thee to her will; 
She languiſhes, ſhe burns, the waſtes away 


In fruitleſs hopes, and dies upon thy name. 

Syph. O fatal love! which, ſtung by jealouſy, 
ExpelPd a life far dearer than my own, 
By curſed poiſon Ah divine Apame! 
And could the murd'reſs hope the ſhould inherit: 
This heart, and fill thy place within theſe arms? 


But grief ſhall yield —Revenge, Pm wholly thine ! 


Mem. The tyrant too is wanton in his age, 
He ſhews that all his thoughts are not in blood; 


Love claims its ſhare 3 he envies poor Rameſes. 


The ſoftneſs of his bed; and thinks Amelia, 


A miſtreſs worthy, of a monarch's arms. 


$yph. But ſee, Rameſes comes; a ſullen gloom. 


Scovwls on. his brow; and marks him through the duſk, 


Enter RaMESES, PHERON and other conſpirators. 
Mem. To what, my friend, ſhall Memnon bid you. 
welcome! 


To tombs, and Sn dy ſcenes of death? 
| L have no coſtly banquets, ſuch as ſpread. 


Prince Myron's table, when your brother; fell. 


000 RAY 
L haue. | 
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I have no gilded roof, no gay apartment, 

Such as the queen prepar'd for thee, Syphoces. 

Let be not diſcontent, my valiant friends, 

Buſiris reigns, and 'tis not out of ſeaſon 

To look on aught may mind us of our fate: 

His ſword is ever drawn, and furious Myris 
Thinks the day loſt that is not mark'd with blood. 
Ram. And have we felt a tyrant twenty years, 

Felt him as the raw wound the burning ſteel ; 

And are we murmuring out our midnight curſes, 
Drying our tears in corners, and complaining ? 
Our hands are forfeited—Gods! ſtrike them off. 

No hands we need to faſten our own chains, 

Our maſters will do that; and we want ſouls 

To raiſe them to an uſe more worthy men. 

Mem. Ruffles your temper at offences paſt ? 
Here then, to ſting thee into madneſs. 


[Gives the Letter. Rameſes reads. 5 


Nam. Oh! 


b. See how the ruggling paſſions ſhake his 


e! 
"Raw My boſom j joy, that crowns my happy bed. 
With tender pledges of our mutual love, 
Far dearer than my foul! and ſhall my wiſe, 
The mother of my little innocents _ 
Be taken from us! Torn from me, from mine, 


| Who live but on her fight! And ſhall I hear 


Her cries for ſuccour, and not ruſh upon him? 

My infant hanging at the neck upbraids me, 
And ſtruggles with his. little arms to fave her.— 
Theſe veins have ftill fome gen'rous blood in ftare, 

- "FRE dregs of thofe rich ſtreams his wars S have drain'd; 
Fl giv't in dowry with her. 
Pher. 


is 


. 


Kue of EGYPT. 
Pher. Well reſolv'd: 


A tardy vengenance thares the tyrant” O guilt, 
Ram. Let me embrace thee, Pheron ; ; thou art brave» 
And doit diſdain the coldneſs of delay. 
Curſe on the man that calls Rameſes friend, 
And keeps his temper at a tale like this ; 
When rage and rancour are the proper virtues, 
And loſs of reaſon is the mark of men. 
Mem. Thus Pve determin'd: When the midnight 
hour | 
Lulls this proud city, and her monarch dreams 
Of humbler foes, or his new miſtreſs” love, 
Then we will ruſh at once, let looſe the terrors 
Of rage pent in, and ſtruggling twenty years 
To find a vent, and at one dreadful blow 
Begin and end the war. 
A more auſpicious juncture could not RY OI 
The Perſian, who for years has join'd our counſels, 
Stirr'd up the love of freedom, and in private 
Long nurs'd that glorious appetite with gold, . 
This morn with tranſport ſnatch'd the wiſh'd occaſion 
Of throwing his reſentment wide, and nor 
He frowns in arms, and gives th' event to fate. 
Ram. This hand ſhall drag the tyrantfrom the throne, 
And ſtab the royal victim on this altar. 
[ Pointing to the tomb. 
Menn. O juſtly thought! Friends, caſt your eyes around; 
All that moſt awful is, or great in nature, 
This ſolemn ſcene preſents; the gods are here, 
And here our fam'd forefathers' ſacred tombs ; "8 
Who never brook'd a tyrant in this land. _ 
Let us not act beneath the grand aſſembly 
The lighted altars tremble, and thoſe tombs 
Send forth a peal of groans to urge us on. 


Come 


By gods blaſphem'd, and free-born men enſlav'd. 


It is an oath well ſpent, a perjury _ | 
Of good account in vengeance, and in love. 


My father riſes from his tomb; his wounds 
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Come then, ſurround my father's monument, 


And call his thade to witneſs to your vows. 
Ram. Nor his alone, O all ye mighty dead; 
Illuſtrious ſhades z who nightly ſtalk around 


The tyrant's couch, and ſhake his guilty ſoul; 
Whether already you converſe with gods, 
Or ſtray below in melancholy glooms, 


From earth, from air, from heav'n, and even hell, 
Come, I conjure you, by the pris'ner's chain, 

The widow's ſighing, and the orphan's tears, 

The virgin's {hrieks, the hero's ſpouting veins, 


Mem. Hear, Jove, and you moſt injur'd heroes, hear, 
While we o'er this thrice-hallow'd monument 


Thus join our hands, and, kneeling to the gods, 
Faſt bind our ſouls to 8 revenge Fes EF, 


All. We ſwear 
Mem. This night the tyrant and his minions bleed. 


Pher. LAſide.] So, now my foe is taken in the : toil 
And I've a ſecond caſt for this proud maid 


Mem. We wrong the mighty dead, if we permit 
Our eyes alone to count this grand afſembly ; 
A thouſand unſeen heroes walk among us; 
Bleed all afreſh, and conſecrate the day: 
He waves his arm, and chides our tardy vengeance : 
More than this world ſhall thank us. O my friends! 
Such our conditien, we have nought to loſe; 
And great may be our gain, if this be great, 
To cruſh a Tyrant, and preſerve a State; 
Jo ſtill the clamours of our father's blood, 
To fix the baſis of the Public good,. 


ily | | 
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n a fame eternal; then to ſoar, 
Mix with the gods, and bid the world adore, 


S CENTE. The Palace. 


ing to and 1 


Enter SYPHOCES and Rannsrs. Shouts at a diflance. 


RaAMEsEs. By 
Wuer means this duſt and tumult i in the court, 
Theſe ſtreamers fooling in the wind, theſe ſhouts, = 
The tyrant blazing in full infolence, _ 
And all his gaudy courtiers baſking round him, 
Like pois nous vermin in a dog-day fun? * 
Syph. Your father and prince Myron are arriv 'd, 

And with one peal of joy the nation rings. 
Kam. Long has my father ſerv'd this tyrant king, 
ith zeal well worthy of a better cauſe. 
hough with his helm he hides a hoary brow, 

Long vers'd in death, the father of the field, 

At the ſhrill trumpet he throws off the weight 

Of fourſcore years, and ſprings upon the foe. 
The tranſport danger gives him, conquers nature, 
And a ſhort youth boils up within his veins. 


. Behold this 1 way "07 paſs to meet the king. 
MYRON. 


4 magneficent throne di FER a youve: courtiers walk | 


V 


— erg, coegtc eb — — — 


"CO." e ——— 
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RAMESES. [ Looking on Myron.] 


W bat pity *tis that one ſo loſt in guilk/ 
Should thus engage the ſight with manly charms, | 
| And make vice lovely! 
|  _ $yph. Pardon me, Rameſes: 
” Though to my fe, I muſt be ever juſt. 
He's gen'rous, grateful, affable, and brave : 
But then he knows no limit to his paſſion 
The tempeſt-beaten bark is not ſo tofs'd 
As is his reaſon, when thoſe winds ariſe: 
And though he draws a fatal ſword in battle, 
And kindles in the warm purſuit of fame, 
Pleaſure ſubdues him quite; the ſparkling eye, 
And gen'rous bowl, bear down his graver mind, 
While fiery ſpirits dance along his veins, | 
And keep a conſtant revel in his heart. 
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Of idle pride will he receive his fon! 
How with big words will he ſwell out his conqueſt, 
And into grandeur puff his little tales! 


ro pete oe Tem, WEDm_mr nm we aw # 
= , . 


| Enter Kine, and aſcends the throne ; on the other fd, 


Enter Myzon and Nrcanor.. F 


1 Ning: e my ſon great partner of my kame; ; 
| „„ - T ehank thee for th . of my dominions, > 
* That now more mountains riſe, more rivers A 
And more ſtars ſhine in my ſtil growing empire. 
5 3 The ſun himfelf ſurveys it not at once, 
1 But travels for the view, while far disjoin'd 
7 My ſubjects live unheard-of by each other; 
* Theſe wrapt in ſhades, whilſt thoſe enjoy the light; 
| heir day is various, but their king the ſame, 
; = F Myr. 


MrRoNn and NicanoR puſs the age with attendants, 


Ram. But here the tyrant comes! — With what exceſs 


J Ä 
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"ants, 


Kine of Ze rr r. 23 
Ayr. Here, Sir, your, thanks are due; to this old 


arm, 
Whoſe nerve not threeſcore winter-camp3 undend, 
You owe your victory, and I my life. 
When my fierce courſer, with a jav'lin ſlung, 
Firſt rear'd in air, then tearing with a bound 
The trembling earth, plung'd deep amidſt the foc ; 
And now a thouſand deaths from ev'ry fide, 
Had but one mark, and on my buckler rung; 
Through the throng' d legions, like a tempeſt, ruſh'tl 
This friend, 0'er gaſping heroes, rolling ſteeds, 
And ſnatch'd me from my fate. 
Buf. I thank thee, general; 
Thou haſt a heart that ſwells with loyalty, 
And throws off the nene! of theſe times; 
But thy degenerate boy: 
Nic. No more my ſon; 5 


I cut him off; my guilt, my puniſhment. | 
Look not, dread Sir, on me, through his offence ; : 


O let not that diſcolour all my ſervice, 


And ruin thoſe who blame him for his crimes, 


Bij. Old man, I will not wear the crown in vain; 
Subjects ſhall work my will, or feel my pow'r ; 
Their diſobedience ſhall not be my guilt. 
Who is their welfare, glory, and defence? 
The land that yields them food, and ev'ry ſtream 
That flakes their thirſt, the air they breathe, is mine, 


And is concutrence to their own enjoyment 


By due ſubmiſſion, a too great return ? 
Death and deſtruction are within my call 
But thou ſhalt flouriſh in thy maſter's ſmile. 
A faith ful miniſter adorns my crown, 


And throws a e glory round my brow. | 


B Fo Ne , 


26 SUS 11-14 


Nic. Take but one more, one ſmall one to your fa- 
| vour. . 

And then my ſoul's at N have a daughter, 

An only daughter, now an only child, a 

Since her loſt brother's folly; ſhe N 

The moſt a father can for ſo much goodneſs: 

Her mother's dead, and we are left alone; 

We two are the whole houſe; nor are we two; 

In her I live, the comfort of my age, 

And if the king extend his grace ſo far, 

And take that tender bloſſom into ſhelter, 

Then I have all my monarch can beſtow, 

Or heav'n itſelf; but this, that I may wear 

My life's poor remnant out in your command; 

Stretch forth my being to the laſt in duty, | 

And, when the fates ſhall ſummon, die for you. 
Buſ. Nicanor, know, thy daughter is our care. 

Myr. O, Sir, be greatly kind, exert your pow'r, 

And with the monarch furniſh out the 1 


Art thou not he, that gallant- minded chief, [To Nic. 


Who would not ſtoop to give me leſs than life? 

And ſhall prove ungrateful ? Shocking thought! 

He tha ungrateful, has no guilt but one; 
All other crimes may paſs for virtues in him. 


| Nic. What joy my daughter's promis'd welfare gives | 


Th me, 

My lips I need not open to diſcover— 

Thus humbly let me thank you. 
Bu. Dry thy tears, 

And follow us; thy daughter's near our Si 
And longs, no doubt, to ſee thee: Bleſs the maid, 
And then attend us on affairs of ſtate——— 


Il T hear, there's treaſon near us: Though the flaves vw 


Fall off from their ene and deny 


„ kk hk. „ At [| _> 
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That I'm their monarch, Pm Buſiris ſtill: 
Collected in myſelf, I'll ſtand alone, 
And hurl my thunder, though I thake my throne : 
Like death, a ſolitary king I'l reign 


Deer ſilent ſubjects, and a deſart plain; 


Ere brook their pride, I'll ſpread a gen'ral doom, 
And ev'ry ſtep ſhall be from tomb to tomb. [Exit 
: [ Myr. and Aul. clio tall d aſide, advance, 

Myr. Her abſent beauties glow'd upon my mind, 


And ſparkl'd in each thought. She never left — | 


Wou'dſt thou believe it? In the field of battle, 
In the mid terror. and the flame of fight. 


| Mandane, thou haſt ſtol'n away my ſoul, | 


And left my fame in danger. ——My rais'd arm 
Has hung in air, forgetful to deſcend, 


And, for a moment, ſpar'd the proſtrate fo: 
O that her birth roſe equal to my own ! 
Then I might wed with honour, and enjoy 


A lawful bliſs — And why not now? Methinks 


Abſence has plac'd her in a fairer light, 
Enrich'd the maid, and AUO ev Ty charm. 


Aul. She comes! 
Myr. That modeſt grace fabdu'd my foul; 


That chaſtity of look, which ſeems to hang 


A veil of pureſt light o'er all her beauties, 


And by forbidding, moſt inflames, defire. 


[Enter MaxpANE. 


What tender force! what dignity divine! 


What virtue conſecrating ev'ry feature! 
Around that neck, what droſs are gold and pearl! 


Mandane! pow'rful being, whoſe firſt fight 
Gives me a tranſport not to be expreſs d; 


And with one moment over-pays a year 


Of danger, toil, and death, and abſence from thee. 
B 2 nn Men. 
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Man. My lord, I ſought my father. 

Mr. Leave me not; 
Pre much to ſay; much more than you conceive; 
Yes, by the gods, much more than I can utter: 


My breath is ſnatch'd; I tremble; I expire. [¶Aſde. 


Nay, here I'll offer tender violence— {Tates her hand. 
May I not breathe my ſoul upon this hand? 
When your eyes triumph, and inſult my pain, 
Permit me here to take a ſmall revenge. 
Man. My lord, I am not conſcious of my fault. 
Myr. *Tis falſe I know the language of thoſe eyes; 
They uſe me ill—See my heart beat, Mandane ; 
Believe not me, but tell yourſelf my paſſion —— 
Is it in art to counterfeit within ? . 
To drive the ſpirits, and inflame the blood? 
Each nerve is pierc d with light'ning from your eye, 
And every pulſe is in the throbs of love. 
Man. My lord, my duty calls; I muſt not ſtay. 
Mr. Give me a moment: I have that to ſpeak _ 
Will burſt me, if ſuppreſt -O heavenly maid 
Thy charms are doubled, — ſo is thy diſdain— 
Wo is it; tell me, who enjoys thy ſmile ? 
There is a happy man, I ſwear there is; 
I know it by your coldneſs to your friend— 
That thought has fix'd a ſcorpion on my heart, 
That ſtings to death. — And is it poſſible 
You ever {poke of Myron in his abſence, 
Or caſt at leiſure a light thought that way? 
Man. 1 thought of you, my lord, and of my father; 
And pray'd for your ſucceſs ; nor muſt I now 
Neglect to give him joy. 
ur. Let RF. you ſhall not go- 
woman! 


1 would. not wrong your father; z but, by hawks, 
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His love is hatred, if compar'd with mine. 
I underſtand whence this unkindneſs flows; 


_ Your heart reſents ſome licence of my youth, 


When love had touch'd my brain. You may forgive me, 
Becauſe I never ſhall forgive myſelf; 

But that you live, Fd ruſh upon my ſword, 

If you forgive me, I ſhall now approach, 

Not as a lover only, but a wretch _ 


| Redeem'd from baſeneſs to the ways of honour, 


And to my paſſion join my gratitude: 

Each time I kneel before you, I ſhall riſe, 

As well a better, as a happier, man, 

Indebted to your virtue, and your love. 
Man. I muſt not hear you. 

_ Mfr. O torment me not! 


Hear me you muſt, and more—Your father' s valour, 
In the late battle, reſcu'd me from death: 5 
And how ſhall I be grat-ful! Thou'rt a princeſs! — 
Think not, Mandane, this a ſudden ſtart; 


A flaſh of love, that kindles and expires : | 
Long have I weigh'd it; ſince I parted hence, 


No night has paſs'd but this has broke my reſt, 


And mix'd with ev'ry dream. My fair, [ wed thee 


In the matureſt counſel of my ſoul. 


Man. LAſide.] O gods! I tremble: at the rifing form; | 


Where can this end? 


Myr. And do you then deſpiſe me? 3 8 
Man. My lord, I want the courage to accept 


What far tranſcends my merit, and for ever 
_ Muſt ſilently upbraid my ligtle worth. 


Myr. Have I forſook myſelf, forgone my temper | 


Headlong to all the gay delights of youth, 
And fan in love 0 with virtue moſt ſevere; 


B 3" 8 Turn'd 
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Turn'd ſuperſtitious, to make thee my friend? 
Gods] have I ſtruggled through the powerful reaſons 
That ſtrongly combated my fond reſolves? 
Was wealth o'erlook'd, and glory of no weight; 
My parent's crown forgot, and my own conqueſts; 
And all to be refug'd to ſooth your pride, 
And make my rival ſport? Ta 
Man. With patienee hear me | Kneelk. 
Nor let my truſt in Myron prove my ruin. 
Ayr. Diſtraction! art thou en lob * 
Man. Oh! 
Myr. My heart foretold it t—Ah my ſoul! Auletes. 


LS W] ³ãömü 0. 


Aul. Madam „ tis prudent i in you to withdraw— 


[Exit Mangane. 


| Myr. 1 do not ve] cannot dear the light! 

M here is Mandane? But I would not know. 
She is not mine. — Vet, though not mine in love, 
Revenge, my juſt revenge, may overtake her. 
O how I hate her! Let me know her faults: 
Did the proud maid inſult me in diſtreſs, 


| And ſmile to ſee me gaſping ? Speak, Auletes. 


Did ſhe not ſigh ? Sure ſhe might pity me, 

Though all her love is now another's right. 

Aul. She figh'd, and wept; but I remov'd her from. 
e 

N 11 yr. It was well done Vet 1 could gaze for ever. 
And did ſhe figh? And did ſhe drop a tear? 

The tears ſhe ſhed for me are ſurely mine; 

And ſhall another dry thayg on thoſe cheeks, 

And make them an excuſe'for greater fondeſs ? 

Shall I aſſiſt the villain in his joys? | 5 905 

No; I will tear. her from him | 

1d gr ug * beauties to the . chat gave ms. 
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Aul. My lord have temper. 
ad Myr. And another's paſſion 
Warm on that lip! another's burning arms 
Strain'd round the lovely waiſt for which Idie, 
And ſhe conſenting, wooing, growing to him 
What golden ſcenes, when abſent, did I feign! 
What lovely pictures did I draw in air! 
What luxury of thought ! And ſee my fate! 
Shall then my flave enjoy her; and I languiſh 
In my cringe car, my foot on purple, 
And o'er my head a canopy of gold. 
Fate in my nod, and monarchs in my train 
| What if I ſtab him? No—She will not wed 
His murderer I never form'd a wiſh, 
But full fruition taught me to forget it. 
And am I leſſenꝰd by my late ſucceſs? 
And have I loſt my conqueſt ? Fly, Auletes, 
And tell her 
Aul. What, my lord? 
Myr. No bid her — 
 Aul. Speak! 
Myr. I know not what —My heart i is torn aſundcr. 
Aul. Retire, my lord, and recompoſe yourſelf : 
T9 The queen pH her boſom fcls; 
n [Exit Myran. 
Her pale lip trembles; a diſorder'd haſte | 
* Is in her ſteps; her eyes ſhoot gloomy fires — 
When Myris is in anger, happy they 
She calls her friends. | 


| ES Queen. 
| Owen. Auletes, where's the king? ; | 
Aul. At council, madam. a x 
5 _ Let him know, I want him. CR Aut. 
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Baſe ! to forget to whom he owes a crown ! 


Fool! to provoke her rage, whoſe hand is red 
In her own brother's blood! _ 
Enter KiN d and PHEROR, 
King. Horrid conſpiracy ! 


Pher. This night was deſtin'd for the bloody deed. 


King. Miſtaken villains! if they with my death, 
They ſhould in prudence lay their weapons by: 
50 jealous are the gods of Egypt's glory, 
I cannot die whilſt ſlaves are arm'd againſt me. 


Haſte, Pheron, to the dungeon; plunge them down 


Far from the hopes of day ; there let them lie 
Baniſh'd this world while yet alive, and groan 
In darknefs, and in horror - Let double chains 


Conſume the fleth of Memnon's loaded limbs, 
Till death ſhal! knock them of —A king's thy friendz ; 
May, more; Bufiris.—— Go; let that ſuffice _ 
r 


2: een. 2 lord, your thought's engag'd. 
King. Affairs of ſtate 


Detain'd me from my queen. 


Queen. The world may wait: 
r ve a requeſt, my lord. 
| King. Oblige me with _ 
Sos Will you comply? 
King. My queen, my pow'r is yours. 
Deen. Your queen? 
King. My queen. 
Queen. Indeed, it ſhould be "A | 
Then ſign theſe orders for Amelia's Math. 


He ſtarts, turns pale, he's ſinking into earth. n 


Enough ; be gone, and fling thee at her feet ; 
Noa « on my ſlave, and ſue.to her for mercy. 


Go; pour forth all the "Roy of "ne foul z 1 


But 


ut 
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But bear in mind, thou giv'ſt not of thy own: 


Thou giv'ſt that kindueks, which I bought with * 
Nor ſhall I loſe unmov'd. 


King. I with, my queen, 

This ſtill had flept a ſecret for thy ſake ; * 

But ſince thy reſtleſs jealouſy of ſoul 

Has been ſo ſtudious of its own diſquiet, 

Support it as you may I own I've felt 

Amelia's charms, and think them worth my lore. 
Breen. And dar'ſt thou Oy" own it too? Oi in- 

tult? 

Forgetful man ! tis I then owe a crown | 

Thou hadſt ſtill grovell'd in the lower world, 

And view'd a throne at diſtance, had not I 


Told thee, thou waſt a man, and (dreadful thought 0 

Through my own brother cut thy way to empire; 
But thou might'ſt well forget a crown beſtow'd ;, 
That gift was ſmall; I liſten d to thy Ache, 
And rais'd thee to my bed. 


King. I thank you for it: 


The gifts you made me were not caſt away : 


I underſtand their worth: Huſband and King 
Are names of no mean import; they riſe high. 
Into dominion, and are big with pow'r —— _ 


WA | wat, Fro we bag of Egypts, 
And Myris lord. 


Queen. I dream: Art thou Buſiris? 


Buſiris, that has trembled at my feet? 


And art thou now my Jove, with clouded brow 
Diſpenſing fate, and looking down on Myris? 


Doſt thou derive thy ſpirit from thy crimes ? 
5 Cauſe thou haſt wrong d me, therefore doſt thou 


_ threaten 


And roll thine eye in anger ? Rather bend, 3 
a 8 . And 
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And ſue for pardon !—O deteſtable! 


Burn for a ſtranger's bed ! 


Ling. And what was mine, 
When Myris firſt vouchſaf's to ſmile on me: 

Queen. Diſtraction! death! upbraided for my love? 
Thou art not only criminal, but baſe: 


Mine was a godlike guilt: Ambition in it; 5 


Its foot in hell, its head above the clouds; 


For know, I hated, when I moſt careſs'd: 


*F'was not Buſiris, but the crown, that charmd me, 
And ſent its ſparkling glories to my heart: 


But thou canſt ſoil thy diadem with. ſla ves. 


King. Syphoces is a ming then. 
Juen. Ha! 


King. Let fair Amelia know the king attends hes. 


DLExit. 


Queen. Go, tyrant, 80, and wikty, by thy ſhame, | 


Prepare thy way to ruin: Il o:ertake thee, 


Living or dead; if dead, my ghoſt ſhall riſe, 
Shriek in thy ears, and-ſtalk before thine eyes: 
In death, Pll triumph o'er my rival's charms, 


And chill thy blood, when claſp'd within her arms; 


Alone to ſuffer is beneath the Great; 
Tyrant, _ torment ſhall ſupport my State. + 
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ACT m. s CEN E I. 
S EN E, The General's Houſe. 


Enter the KING. : 


— 


„Ii. 
Haza. dwells my ſtubborn fair: Þ'11 ſooth her pride, 
And lay an humble monarch at her feet: 

But let her well conſider; if ſhe's flow 

To welcome bliſs, and dead to glory charms, 

Then my reſentment riſes in proportion 

To this high grace extended to my iflave, 

And turns the force of her own charms againſt her: 

Monarchs may court, but cannot be deny d. 
Enter the QUEEN, veiled. 

Amelia, dry thy tears, and lay aſide 

That RIC, veil — Ha "In. 1 


en. Myris! ! 
An . 1 ſhould like nine irike ne ear, 


And make thee tremble in this guilty place: | 

But wherefore doſt thou think I meet thee here 

Not with mean ſighs, and deprecating tears, 

To humble me before thee, and increaſe 

The number of thy ſlaves, in hope to break 

Thy reſolution, and avert thy crime, 

But to denounce, if thou ſhalt dare perſiſt, 

The vengeance due to injur d heav'n and me: 

And by this warning double thy offence: SE 
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Think, think of vengeance ; ris the only joy 
Which thou haſt left me; I'm no more thy wife, 
Nor queen; but know am a woman ſtill. 


Eater AULETES.. 


Aul. May all the gods watch o'eryourlife andempire;, 


And render omens vain ! So fierce the ftorm, 


Old Memphis from. her deep foundations ſhakes, 


And ſuch unheard-of prodigies hang o'er us, 
As make the boldeſt tremble : See the moon 


Robb' d of her light, diſcolour'd, without form, 
Appears a bloody ſign, hung out by Jove, 
To ſpeak peace broken with the ſons of men; 


The Nile, as frighted, ſhrinks within its banks 3. ; 


And as this hour I paſs'd great Iſis temple, 
A ſudden flood of light'ning ruth'd __ it, 
And laid the ſhrine in aſhes. 


King. O mighty Ifis! 


Why all theſe ſigns in nature? Why this tumult 


To tell me Lam. guilty? If my crown 


The fates demand, why, let them take it back: 


My crown, indeed, IL may reſign; but oy 
Who can awake the dead 


Tis hence theſe ſpectres ſhock my midnight thoughth 
And nature's-laws are broke to diſcompoſe me; 


'Tis 1 that whirl theſe huricanes in air, 
And ſhake the earth's foundations with my guilt. 


O Myris! give me back my innocence. 


Queen. I bought it with an empire. 

King. Cheaply fold! _ 
Why didſt thou urge my lifted arm to ſtrike 
The pious king, when my own heart recoild? _ 

Queen. V hy did you yield when urg' d, and * a woman; 
Lou that are vain of your ſuperior reaſons, 
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And ſwell with the prerogative of man? 
If you ſucceed, our counſels is of nought ; 


You own it, not accepted, though enjoy'd; 
But ſteal the glory, and deny the favour : 


Yet if a fatal conſequence attend, 


Then we're the authors; then your treach'rous praiſe- 
Allows us ſenſe enough to be condemn'd. 


King. Tis prudent to diſſemble with her fury, 


And wait a ſotter ſeaſon for my love. [ſides 


Bid Iſis' prieſts attend their king's devotions 


I'll ſooth with ſacrifice the angry pow'rs; 


Swift to my dungeons, bid their darkſom e wombs 
Give up the numerous captives of my wars; 


25 Ten thouſand lives to heaven devoutly pour; 
Nor let the ſacred knife grow cold from blood, 


Till ſevenfold Nile, infected with the ſtain, — 
In all his ſtreams flow purple to the main. [Exit 
Queen. Thin artifice! I know the ſacrifice 


| You moſt intend —— But I will daſh your joys; 


Thou, victim, and thy goddeſs, both ſhall feel me... 
ful: Madam, the prince. 


Auen. And is he fill afflicted? 
Aul. It grieves your faithtul ſervant to relate it: 


He ſtruggles manfully; but all in vain: 


Sometimes he calls in mufic to his aid: 
He ſtrives with martial ſtrains to fire his blood, 


And rouze his ſoul to battle 
Then he relapſes, into love again, 
Feeds the diſeaſe, and doats upon his ruin. 


| Rueen, Why ſeeks he here the cauſe of all his ſorrow? 2 
Aul. He ſeeks not here Mandane, but her father; > 


For friendſhip is the balm of all our cares, 
| Melts | in the wound, and ſoftens every fate. 


[Martial _ 


38 BD 8-1 R 27 I. 
Enter My RON, at a diRlance. 


Deen. Heav'ns! What a glory blazes from his eye 
What force, what majeſty, in ev ry mot ion, 
As at each ſtep he trod upon a foe! 

Myr. O that this ardour would for ever laſt! 
It ſhall; nor will I curſe my being more 


Chain'd kings, and 3 Kingdoms | are before 


me; 

u bend the bow, and launch the whiſtling om: 
Bound o'er the mountains, plunge into. the ſtream, * 
Where thickeſt faulchions gleam, and helmets lace... 
I'll number my own heart among my foes, Fe 
And conquer it, or die. Een. 
Queen. The thoughts of war 
Will ſoon diſlodge the fair one from his breaſt— 


But this has broken in on my Intent —— 

I would remind thee of my late commands. 
Aul. Madam, tis needleſs to remind your flave— 

At dead of night I ſet the pris'ners free. 


Queen. Yes ſet the pris ners free tis great revenge: 


Such as my ſoul pants after It becomes me, 
O it will gall the tyrant! ſtab him home; 
And if one ſpark of gratitude ſurvives, 
Soften Syphoces to my ſoft deſire; 

The tyrant's torment is my only joy; 

Ve gods! or let me periſh, or deſtroy: 

Or rather both; what has life to boaſt _ 
When vice is taſteleſs grown, and virtue loſt? ? 
Glory and wealth I call upon in. vain, * 1 

Nor wealth, nor glory, can appeaſe my pain; 

My every joy upbraids me with my guilt, 

ans nn tell me ſacred blood is ſpilt. 
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Enter Myron. 
Wr. The ſhining images of war are fled, 
The fainting trumpets languiſh in mine ear, 


The banners furl'd, and all the ſprightly blaze 


Of burnith'd armour, like the ſetting ſun, 
Inſenſibly is vaniſh d from my thought; 

No battle, ſiege, or ſtorm, ſuſtain my ſoul 

In wonted grandeur, and fill out my breaſt: 
But ſoftneſs ſteals upon me, melting down 
My rugged. heart in languiſhments and ſighhs, 
And pours it out at my Mandane's feet — 


I ſee her een this moment ſtand before me, 


Too fair for ſight, and fatal to behold: 
I have her here; I claſp her in my arms; 
And in the madneſs of exceſſide love, 


Sigh out my heart, and bleed with tenderneſs. 
Au. My lord, too N cherith this deluſion:s | 
She is another's. | 


Myr. Do not tell me " 

Say rather ſhe is dead: Each heav'nly = FIR 
Turn'd into horror! O the pain of pains _ 
Is when. the fair one, whom our ſoul is fond of, 
Gives tganſport, and receives it from another! 
How does my ſoul burn up with ſtrong deſire; 
Now ſhrink into itſelf! Now blaze again! 
FI! tear and rend the ſtrings that tie me.to her: 


If I Ray longer here, I am undone. 


2s he ir going out, Enter NIdAuõẽ 
Ne. My prince; and, fince fuck E you vouch= 
My friend! I have nrefam'd upon your hoes 


This is my daughter's birth-day, and this night. 
I dedicate to joys, which ever languith, 
IX your refuſe to crown them with your-preſence:: 
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_ My re Nicande: I was warm on other tlioaghts— 


N. I am ſtill near you in the day of danger; He 
In toilſome marches, and the bloody field, W ie 
. When nations againſt nations claſh in arms, Pre 
And half a people in one groan expire; 1 

And an I, with your helmet, thrown aſide, 1 
Caſt otf, and uſeleſs, in the hour of peace? 5 1 

Myr. Since then you preſs it, I muſt be your gueſt— 

Methinks I labour as F onward move, T. 
As under check of ſome controuling powr. I 


What can this mean? Wine may relieve my thoughts, 
And mirth and converſe lift my foul again. [[Exeunt. 


The back Scene draws, and fhews a banquet. I. 
Enter MANDANE, richly dreſſed. 


Man. It was this day that gave me life; this day 
Should give much more, ſhould give me Memnon too: 
But I am rival'd by his chains; they claſp 
The hero round (a cold, unkind, embrace!) 
And but an earneſt of a worſe to come: 
| While he, my ſoul, in dungeon-darkneſs clos'd, 
Breathes damp unwholſome ſteams, and lives on poiſon, | 
L am compell'd to ſuffer ornaments, =—_ B . 
To wear the rainbow, and to blaze in gem; 
| To put on all the ſhining guilt of dreſs, 
When 'tis almoſt a crime that I till live: 
Theſe eyes, which can't diflemble, pouring forth 
The dreathful truth, are honeſt to my heart; 
Theſe robes, O F are Mandane's chains, 
And load, — 48 and . her bleeding heart. 1 
Exit Mandane. 9 
Enter Mrzon, Meas, AULETES, Dr. They tale 
ITpeir places. 3 
Ne Soundlouder þſound, andwakmy wiſh toHeav'n.. 
Hear 
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And feel a deadly fickneſs : at wy heart. 
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Hear me, ye righteous gods, and grant my pray 2 
For ever ſhine propitious on my daughter: 
Protect her, proſper her; and when I'm dead, 
Sill bleſs me in Mandane' s happineſs ! 

 __ [The bowl goes WY 1 uſic. 
Haſte, call my daughter ; none can taſte of joy _ 
Till ſhe, the miſtreſs of the feaſt, is with us. 


A ſervant brings Nic Axok a letter : He reads it. 


The king's commands at any hour are welome. 


| Myr. Not leave us, general? 
Nic. Ha! the king here writes me, 
The diſcontented populace, that held, 


O'er midnight bowls, their n cabals,” 


Are now in bold defiance to his pow'r : 


Amid the terrors of this ſtormy might, 

Ev'n now they deluge all yon weitern vale, 
And form a war, impatient for the day: 
The ſpreading poiſon too has caught his troops, 


And the revolting ſoldiers itand in arms 
Mix'd with ſeditious citizens. | 
Ayr. Your call is great. 


| Enter ManDane. MyRon farts from his feat in diſorders. 


| Man. [Afide.} O Memnon! how ſhall 1 become — 
anner, 


Suppreſs my ſorrews, and comply with joy? 
Severeſt fate! Am I deny'd to grieve * , 


Nic. Be comforted, my child: I'll ſoon return. 


Why doſt thou make me bluſh? I feel * 1 tears 
Run trickling down my cheek. 


Myr. (Afde to Auletes.] I muſt away: 


Her ſmiles were dreadful, but her tears are death. 


I can no more: I fink beneath her charms, 


r 
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Nec. Your cheek is eas I dare not let you part: 


You are not well 
Ayr. A ſmall indiſpoſition : 
I ſoon ſhall throw it from me—Farewel, general; 
Conqueſt attend your arms. 
Nic. You ſhall not leave 


Jour ſervant's roof; 'tis an cawholoclient arr, Fo 
And my apartment wants a . 


Myr. Nicanor, 


If health returns, I ſhall not preſs my couch, 


And hear of diſtant conqueſts; but o'ertake thee; | 
And add new terror to the front of war. 


Nic. Mean time, you are a guardian to my child: : 


Let her not miſs a father in my abſence: 
N She s all my ſoul holds dear. 


Both. [ Embracing.) Farewel. Farewel. 
NicaNOR Toaity an MTRON off the Hage, and returns. . 
Nic. My child, I feel a tenderneſs at heart 


I never felt before: Come near, Mandane ; 


Let me gaze on thee, and indulge the father — _ 


Thy dying mother with her clay-cold hand 
Preſs d mine; then, turning on thee her faint eye, 
Let fall a tear of fondneſs, and expir'd —— * 


I cannot love thee well enough ; her grace 


22 thy cheek, and lives within thine eye. 


me embrace you b My heart o'erflows— 


＋ I * fall Thy mother's monument | 


But I ſhall kill my tenderneſs—No more * 


| Nay. do not weep; I ſhall return again, 
And with my deareſt child fit down in PS. 
And long enjoy her goodneſs. 


Man. If the gods 


Regard your daughter's l vows, you will. 


Nie, Farewel, my only cx care; wy fouls with thee; 


—— 


: 
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Regard yuur/elf, and you remember ne. | Exit. 
Enter My RON and AULETES. 
Myr. No place can give me caſe; my reſtleſs thought, 


Like working billows in a troubled ſea, 


Toſſes me to and fro; nor know Iwhither. 
What am I, who, or where ?— Ha! where indeed! 
But let me pauſe, and aſk myſelt again, 
If Lam well awake — Impetuaus bliſs ! 
My heart leaps up; my mounting ſpirits blaze; 3 
My ſoul is in a tempeſt of delight 
Aul. My lord, you tremble, and your eyes betray. 


I Strange tumults in your breaſt. 


_ Myr. What hour of night? 
Aul. My lord, the night's far ſpent. 
Myr. The gates are barr'd, 


I And all the houſhold is comers to reſt. 


Al. All: And the great Nicanor's own apartment, 
Proud to receive a royal gueſt, expects you. 
Myr. Perdition an thy foul for naming bun! 
Nicanor! OI never ſhall fleep more! 
Defend me ! Whither wander'd my bold thoughts! | 
Broke looſe from reaſon, how did they run mad 
And now they are come home all arm'd with Hogs 
And pierce my bleeding heart —- 


U beg the gods. to diſappoint my crime; 
Let almoſt with them deaf to my deſire: 


I long, repent ;. repent, and long again; 

And ev'ry moment differs from the laſt. 

I myſt no longer parley with deſtruction: 

Auletes, ſeize me; force me to my chamber; 

There chain me down, and guard me from myſelf: 

Hell riſes in each thought; tis time to fly. C Baur. | 
Enter, MAN DANE and RAMESES. - 


* eee n have giv'n afalle alarm. 
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He dies; and my 
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Min. You've heard my frequet viſions of the night; I knc 


You know my father's abſence, Myron's paſſion: | real 
Juſt how I met him at my fight he ſtarted; And 
Then with ardent eyes he wander'd o'er me, And 
And gaz'd with ſuch malignity of love, So b 
Sending his ſoul out ta me, in a loox In al 

_ So fiercely kind, I trembled, and retir d. But 
Ram. No more; my friends (which, as Ihave inform'd Wit 
The queen to gall the tyrant has ſet free) [you I Not 
Are lodg'd within your call; th' appointed ſignal, | But 
If danger threatens, brings them to your reſcue,  Þ© Wh 
"New: Where are they? Tha 
| Ram. In the hall beneath your chamber : My 
Memnon alone is wanting ; he's providing ET Anc 
For your eſcape before the morning dawn; —_— 
The reſt in viſors, fearing to be known, Did 
Have ventur'd thro? the ſtreets for your protection. = -- 
Man. Auſpicious turn! then I again am Eappy. 4 


Nam. Auſpicious turn indeed! and what completes ¶ Aw 
The happineſs, the baſe man that betray'd us 
This arm laid low: I watch'd him from the king; ; 
I took him warm, while he, with lifted brow, 
Confeſs'd high thought, and triumph'd in his mien: 
I thank'd him with my dagger in his heart. : 
- Tis late; refreſh yourſelf with ſleep, Mandane. 
0 [Exit Mandane. 
80, tis reſolv'd if Myron dares attempt 
So black a crime, it juſtifies the blow: 
"brother's ghoſt ſhall ſmile, 
This way he bends his ſteps : I hate his ſight; 
: And thall till death has made it lovely to me. 
Enter MrRON and AULETES. 5 
Myr. O how this paſſion, like a whirlpool, drives me, Be 
With n giddy, * motion, round and round, Te 
I know 
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know not where, and draws in all my ſoul! 

I reaſon much; but reaſon about her; 

And where the is, all reaſon dies before her; 

And arguments but tell me I am ER ener 

So black the night, as if no. ſtar e er ſhone 1 

In all the wide expanſe; the light'ning's flaſn 

But ſhews the darkneſs; and the burſting clouds 

With peals of thunder ſeem to rock the land: 

Not beaſts of prey dare now from ſhelter roam, 

But howl in dens, and make the foreſt groan. 

What then am I? A monſter, yet more fell. 

That haunts the wilds ?—I am, and threaten more; 

My breaſt is darker than this dreadful night, 

And feels a fiercer tempeſt rage within, — _ 

I muſt—T will This leads me to her chamber — 

Did not the raven croak? | f [Starting. 
Aul. J hear her not. | 


Ayr. By heav'n, methinks wt trembles under | 


Awake, ye furies, you are wanting to me; [me 
O finiſh me in ill; O take me whole; | 
Or gods confirm me good, without allay, 

Nor leave me thus at variance with myſelf; 

Let me not thus be daſh'd from fide to fide —- 
The old man wept at parting, kneel'd before me, 
Confided in me, gave her to my care. 5 
Nor long ſince ſav'd my life - and doubt I ſtill? 

Pm guilty of the fact; here let me lie, 

And rather groan for ever in the duſt, | 

And float the marble pavement with my tears, 


Than riſe into a monſter. [Flings himſelf down. 


 ManNDANE, paſſing at a diflance, ſpeaks to a fervant. 
| Man. Well, obſerve me. 

Before the riſing ſun my lord arrives, 

To ſeal our vos; the holy RE is with him: 
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Watch to receive them at the weſtern gate, 
5 And privately conduct them to my chamber. LExii 
Myr. LStarting up.] O torment ! racks! and flames! 
then ſhe expects him | 
With open arms! Am I caſt out for ever; 


For ever muſt deſpair, unleſs I ſnatch u 
The preſent moment? She is all prepar'd i 
Her withes waking, and her heart on fire! | 1 
That pow'rful thought ſweeps heav'n and hell before i it Bu 
And lays all open to the prince of Egypt; Tt 
Born to enjoy whatever he deſires, H. 
And fling fear, anguiſh, and remorſe, behind hirs. = 
I ſee her midnight-dreſs, her flowing hair, W. 
Her flacken'd boſom, lrer relenting mien, Al 
All the forbidden forms of day flung of W 
For yielding ſoftneſs —O I'm all confuſion! Yo 
I ſhiver in each joint! Ah! ſhe was made 4 
To juſtify the blackeſt crimes, and gild 8 
Ruin and death with her deſtructive charms. Fo 
Au. You'll force her then? 
Myr. Thou villain but to think it. PH 
No; I'll ſolicit her with all my power; Ty 
Conqueſt and crowns ſhall ſparkle in her fight I c 
If ſhe conſent, thy prince is bleſs'd indeed, Re 
Takes wings, and tow'rs above mortality 98 5 9 
If ſhe reſiſt, [ put an end to pain, Th 
And lay my breathleſs body at her feet. He 
OST paſſing at a diftance to her chamber, Mrnon Th 

; meets her, 
| Man. Is this well done, wy lord? _ 
_ Myr. Condemn me not Te 


Before you hear me: Let this poſture tell vou, „ 
I'm not fo guilty as perhaps your fears, 5 

3 * our = ORG modeſt fears, ſuſ pect: 5 

1 5 | Nay 
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Nay, do not go; you know not what you do; 
[ would receive a favour, not conſtrain it; | 
Return, or good Nicanor, beſt of fathers, 
Shall charge you with the murder of his friend. | 
Man. And dare you then pronounce that ſacredname, 
And yet perſiſt ! Were you his mortal We, ö 
What could your malice more? 
Myr. O, fair Mandane! 
I know my fault ; I know your virtue too; 3 
But ſuch the violence of my diſorder, 5 
That I dare tempt &en you: Methinks that guilt 
Has ſomething lovely which proclaims your pow'r— 
Put touch me with your hand, I die with bliſs. 
Why ſwells your eye? By heav'n, I'd rather ſee 
All nature mourn, than you let fall a tear. 
I own Pm mad; but I am mad of love: 
You can't condemn me more, than I myſelf; 
In that we are agreed; Agree in all. 
Condemn, but pity me ; reſent, but yield; 
For, O I burn, I TV, I die, with love! 
Man. O Sir !- 
Myr. Nay do not weep fo ; it will kill me: 
This moment, while i ſpeak, my eyes are darken'd 
I cannot ſee thee; and my trembling limbs 
Refuſe to bear their weight ; all left of life 
Is that I love: if lovewas in our pow'r, 
The fault were mine; ſince not, you muſt comply. 
How godlike to beſtow more heav'nly joys 
Than you can think, and I ſupport. and live! 
Man. O, how can you abuſe your ſacred reaſon, 
That particle of heav'n, that ſoul of Jove. 
To varniſh o'er, and paint, fo black a crime! 
O prince! —— _ 


. What fors Mandane J 
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Man. Sir, obſerve me: 
My burſting ſighs, and ever-ſtreaming tears, 
Your noble nature has with pity ſeen ; 
But wonld they not work deeper in your ſoul, 
| Were you convinc'd my ſorrows flow for you? 
From you my lord, they flow; for I am ſafe 
{I know you are ſurpriz'd) : They flow for you; 
Myron, my father's friend, my prince, my guet 
Myron, my guardian god, attempts my peace, 
And needeth further reaſon for theſe tears ? 
Nature affords no object of concern 
So great, as to behold a gen'rous mind | 
Driv'n by a ſudden guſt, and daih'd on guilt—— 
_ Tis baſe; you ought not: Dis impracticable z 
Lou cannot Make neceſſity your choice; 
Nor let one moment of defeated guilt, 
Ol fruitleſs baſeneſs, overthrow the glory 
Your whole illuſtrious life has dearly bought, 
In toilſome matches, and in fields of blood. 


Enter AULETES, and ſervants. 

tht My lord, your life's beſet ; the room beneath 

Is throng'd with ruffians, which but wait the ſignal, 
Jo ruſh and ſheath their daggers in your heart. 
Myr. Betray'd ! Curſt forcereſs; it was a *. 
Concerted by them all, to take my life, 
And this the bait to yuge me to the toil, 

| She dies- | 
Aul. No; firſt enjoy, then murder het—— 
Fruſt to my conduct, and you till are ſafe. 


They all are maſk'd: I have my vizor too; 


But time is ſhort; for once confide in me. 

Loa, 3 Sir, for dalex, fly to your apartment; 5 
.o the Prince. 
You bear Mandane to her cloſet—You [To ſervants. 
Speed 
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Speed to the Southern gate, and burſt it open, 


As the ſeryats ſeize Mandane, ſhe gives the fignah. 


She 1s burn off 
Enter RA MESE8s and conſpirators, maſhed. = 
Ram, The villain fled? Perdition intercept him! 
Niſperſe ; fly ſeveral ways; let each man bear 
A ſteady point, well levell'd at his heart; 
If he eſcapes us now, ſucceſs attend him; 


May he for ever triumph! 


[As they paſs the ſtage in confufi fon, AULETES, enters 
maſked among them. 
. Ha! Why halt you ! 
Purſue, purſue; een now I ſaw the monſter, 5 
The villain Myron, with theſe eyes I ſaw him, 
Bearing his prize ſwift to the Weſtern gate: 


There, there, it burſts. [Amuſe without, 


All. Away, purſue. 
Aul. Without} Tis done; 


: Advance the maſly bar; and all is Cafe - 


a here, and with your lives defend the paſs. 


Enter MyYRoN. 


Myr. 1 ſhall at leaſt kave time for erence on her; 
And then [I cate not if I die. Barbarians! 
Their ſwords are pointed at my life! Tis well! 


But I will give them an excuſe for murder; 
Such, ſuch a cauſe — off love, and ſoft compaſſionz 


Harden each ſinew of my heart to ſteel: _ 
I'll do, what done will ſhock myſelt, and thoſe 
Whom time ſets fartheſt from this dreadful hour. 


Enter Manpant, forced i in by AuLETE® .. 
Man. By all the pow'rs that can revenge a falſhood, 


Pm innocent from any thoughts of blood. CL 
C Wye. 
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Myr. Why then your champions here in arms? 


"Tis falſe. : 
Man. Ah! let my life ſuffice you for the wrong 
Vou charge upon me! O my royal maſter ! 


My ſafety from all ill! my great defender! 


Or did my father but inſult my tears, 

And give me to your care to ſuffer wrong? 

Kill me, but not your friend, but not my father; 
Ile loves us both, and my ſevere diſtreſs 

Will ſcarce more deeply wound him than your guilt. 


[Myron walks paſſicnately at a diftance* 


At yr. Slaves, are you fworn againſt me ? Stop ber 
voice, 

And bear her to my chamber. | 

Nan. O Sir! O Myron! 
Behold my tears Here will I fix for ever: 
_ Pl! claſp your feet and grow into the earth— 
O cut me, hew me give to ev'ry limb 
A ſeparate death - but ſpare my ſpotleſs virtue. 
Put ſpare my fame Vou wound to diſtant ages 
: And thro” all time my memory will bleed. 5 
Mir. [As ſervants force i in Mandane.}] 
Diſtraction? All the pains of hell are on mel 
Man. | She is borne off. ] | 


O Memnon! O my lord !—my life where art thou? 
| [Myr on expr N 7 ſudden paſſron and ſurprize : Stands a- 


while fixed in aftaniſhment ; then ſpeaks. 
Myr. As many accidents concur to work 
| My paſſions wp, to this unheard-of crime, 
As if the gods defign'd it—be it then 
Their fault, not mine Memnon Said ſhe not Memnon?. 
My heart began to ſtagger; but 'tis over | 
HFleav'n blaſt me, if I thought it _— 
I could be ill more curſt—That hated dog, 


Her 


ns ? 


n? 


ler 
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Her lord, her life I thank her for my cure 


Of all remorſe and pity ; this has left me 
Without a check, and thrown the looſen'd reins 
On my wild paſſion to run headlong on, 


And in her ruin, quench a double fire ; 
The blended rage of vengeance and of love. 


Deſtruction full of tranſport ! Lo, I come, 
Swilt on the wing, to meet my certain doom: 
I know the danger, and I know the ſhame; 


| But, like our Phoenix, in fo rich a flame 


I plunge triumphant my devoted head. 
And doat on death in that luxurious bed. 


ACT IW.  $CENE 1 


Euter Myron in the utmoſt diforder, bare-headed, without 


light, &c. Walks difturbed! Y before he ſpeaks. 


8 


| let no man truſt the firſt falſe lap 


Of guilt; it hangs upon a precipice, 
Whoſe ſteep deſcent in laſt perdition ends. 


Ho far am J plung'd down beyond all thought 


Which I this evening fram'd! —But be it lo: 
Conſummate horror! guilt beyond a name 
Dare not, my ſoul, repent ; in thee repentance 


Were ſecond guilt, and thou blaſphem'ſt juſt heav'n, - 
By hoping mercy. Ah! my pain will ceaſe 


When gods want pow'r to puniſh—Ha ! the dawn 
Riſe never more, O ſun let night prevail; 


Eternal darkneſs cloſe the world's wide ſcene, 5 
Cc ; ge And 


— 


Who's there? 
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And hide me from Nicanor and myſelf! 


Enter AuLETEsV. 
Aul. My lord ? 


Ir. Auletes? 

Au, Guard your life. | 
The houſe is rouz'd ; the ſervants all alarm da 
The gilded tapers dart from room to room; 
Solenin confuſion, and a trembling haſte, 

Mixt with pale horror, glares on ev'ry face; 

The ſtrengthen'd foe has ruſh'd upon our guard 
And cut their paſſage thro' them to the gate; 
Implacable Rameſes leads them on, | 
Breathing revenge, and panting for your blood. 

Myr. Why, let them come; let in the raging torrent 
I with the world would riſe in arms againſt me; 

For I muſt die; and I would die in ſtate. 
The dlors are burſt open. Servants paſs the flage in tu- 
mull: RAMESES, &. purſue Myron's guards over 
the ſtage; the: RaMESEs and SYPHOCES enter 
meeting. 

Ram. Where is ihe prince! © 
| _ $Syph. The monſter ſtands at bay: 

Me can no more than ſhut him from eſcape, 
Till further force arrive. | 

Ram. O my Syphoces ! 

 $yph. This is a grief; but not for words. 

Does ſhe ſtill live? 

Kam. She lives! — but O how bleſsd 

Are they which are no more! By ſtealth I ſav her; 
Caſt on the ground in mourning weeds ſhe lies 
Her torn and looſen'd treſſes ſhade her round; 
Thro' which her face, all pale, is ſhe were dead, 
Gleams like a ſickly moon; too great her grief 


For, 


_— 


1 
er 
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For words or tears! but ever and anon, 


After a dreadful, ſtill, inſidious calm, 


Collecting all her breath, long, long ſuppreſs'd, 
She ſobs her ſoul out in a lengthen'd groan, 


So ſad, it breaks the heart of all that __ 
And ſends her maids in agonies away. 


Syph. O tale, too mournful to be thought on ! 
Ram. Hold 


No, let her virgins weep ; ; forbear, Syphoces; 
Tear out an eye, but damp not our revenge 


Diſpatch your letters; I'll go comfort her. 

l ſervant ſpeaks aſide to Rameſes. Exit Syphoces. 
And has ſhe then commanded none approach her ? 
I'm ſorry for it; but I cannot blame her. 

Such is the dreadful ill, that it conyerts 


All offer'd cure into a new diſeaſe: 
5 It ſhuns our love, and comfort gives her pain. 


| Re-enter SYPHOCES. | 
Syph. Your father is return'd ; redundant Nile, : 

Broke from its channel, overſwells the paſs, 

And ſends him back to wait the waters fall. 

Ram. And is he then return'd -I tremble for him. — 


TI ſee his white head rolling in the duſt; 
But haſte; it is our duty to receive him. [ Exit. 


Enter MyYRoON. | 
2 I feel a pain of which I am not worthy ; 
A pain, an anguiſh, which the honeſt man . 


Alone deſerves. s it not wondrous ſtrange, 

That I, who ſtabb'd the very heart of nature, 
Should have ſurviving aught of man about me? 
And yet, I know not how, of gratitude 

And friendſhip {till the ſtubborn ſparks ſurvive; 


And * Nicanor s torments pierce my foul. 
WY: Confuſion? 


CTT 
Confuſion ! he's return'd — [ [' Starting. 
= Enter 'NiCcaxor, ” 
Nic. [ Advancing to embrace Myron.) My prince—- 
Myr. [Turning afide and hiding his face. ] My friend 
Nic. I interrupt you, Sir 
Myr. [L Smiting his breaft.] I had thee there: 
Before thou cam'ſt, my thoughts were bent upon thee. 
Nic. O Sir, you are too kind! 
Hr. [Afide.] Death! tortures ! hell! 1 


Nic. What fays my prince? 
Myr. A ſudden pain, 


To which Pm ſubject, ſtruck acroſs my heart : 
Tis paſt ; I'm well again. | 
Nic. Heaven guard your health! 
Ayr. Doſt thou then wiſh it? 
Nic. Am I then diſtruited ? 
Then, when I ſav'd your life, I did the leaſt 
leer wou'd do to ſerve you. 
Myr. Barbarous man! c 
Nic. What have I done, my prince ? which wax 
offended? 
Has not my life, my loul, been yours? 
Mr. Oh! oh !- 
M.. Tales his by the FRET! 1 
By heav'n, Pm wrong' d! ſpeak, and I'll clear myſelf. 
Myr. I'm poiſon and deſtruction ; curſe thy gods, 
we yi Lil thee in compaſſion.— 0 my brain 
Away, away, away! [Shoves him yu him, going. 
Nic. Do, kill me, prince — 
You ſhall not go; I do demand the cauſe, 7 
Which has put forth thy hand againſt thy father? 
For, thus provok'd, ll do myſelf the juſtice, 
To telt thee, youth, that I deſerve that name; 
Nor have thy parents lov'd thee more than I. 


ting, 


d 


Se. 


3 


Or 1 will plant my dagger in thy breaſt. 


{4 he i is going out, Auletes meets him, and — to him 
What no eſcape? on ev'ry {ide inclos'd : ? 


But how to work him to my fate, to ſting 
His paſſion up ſo high, will be a taſk 


Support me, cruel heart; it muſt be done. [A/ide. 


But tis enchantment all; for things ſo ſtrange 
Have happen' d, I might well diſtruſt my ſenſe; ; 
But, if mine eyes are true, I plainly read 
A heart in anguiſh; and, I muſt confeſs, 
_ Your grief is juſt It was inhuman in you 
But tell the cauſe ; unravel, from the bottom, 
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| Myr. I hear them; they are on me——Looſe thy 
„ +: theld, 


Nic. Your dagger's needleſs! O ungrateful boy ! 
Ayr. | Embrace.) Forgive me, Father! O my ſoul 
bleeds for thee |! 


aſide. 


Then I reſolve to periſn by his hand; 
*Tis juſt I ſhou'd ; and meaner death I ſcorn ; 


To me ſevere; as difficult as ſtrange. 


Nic. Now, from my very ſoul, I cannot tell— 


The myſtery that has embroil'd our our loves 
(For ſtill, my prince, I love, ſince you repent): 


| What accident depriv'd me of my friend, 


And loſt you to yourſelf? 
Ayr. A traitor's fight! 
Nic. Beneath my roof? 
M yr. Beneath thy very helmet : 


Thou art a traitor. Guard Oe. - [Draws, 


Nic. Diſtraction! 


Traitor For ſtanding by your father's cee 


And ſtemming the wild ſtream, that roars againſt it, 
Of rebel ſubjects, and of foreign foes? 


—————᷑ t̃ . —— ö 
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For training thee to glory and to war? 

For taking thee from out thy mother's arms 

A mortal child, and kindling in thy ſoul 

The noble ardors of a future god? 

Farewel ; I dare not truſt my temper mare. 
ek Grey-headed, venerable, traitor ! 


Euter Rawrars. 
Ram. Ha! 


Turn, turn, blaſphemer, and repreſs hy taunts z 
All provocation's needleſs, but thy ſight. 


[He afaults the prince 2 Nn, binders bins. 


Nic. Forbear, my ion. 
Ram. Forbear ? 
Nic. If I am calm, 
Jour rage ſhould ceaſe. 5 
Nam. No: tis my own revenge; 
| Unleſs, Sir, you diſown me for your fon, 
Nic. Thy ſword againſt thy prince ? op 
Ram. A villain! : 
ic Hold 1: g 
Nam. The worſt of villains! 
| Nic. *Tis too much. 
| Ram: O father! | 
Mic. What would'ſt chou ? 
Kam. Sir your daughter 
Nic. Rightly thought; 
| She beſt can comfort me in all my ſorrow: 
Call, call Ma ndane: To behold my child 
Wou'd cheer me in ns agonies of death; 
Call her, Rameſes -Am I diſobey' d? £ 
Ram. Sir 


Nic. What mean thoſe an dee of concern ? 
Rome I hough I'm an can from your love, I weep 


To. 


7% 


OW 


While yet your laſt emorace was warm about him, 


All ſweet and lovely as the bluſhing morn, 
- Deize her by force, now trembling, breathleſs pale, 
Proſtrate in anguiſh, tearing up the earth, 


The back ſcene opens. A darken'd chamber, a bed, and the 
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To open your black ſcene of miſery. 
Nic. Where will this end ?—O my foreboding 
-.*- Heart ! 
Pains Should he, to whom, as to a god, at parting, 
You gave, with ſtreaming eyes, your ſoul's delight, 


Gloomy and dreadful as this ſtormy night, 
Ruſh on your child, your comfort, your Mandane, 


Imploring, ſhrieking, to the gods and you 
O hold my brain! Look there, and think the reſt. 


curtains drawn. Women paſs out, * &c. N 1— 
CANOR falls back on RANM ESIS. 
Nic. Is't poſſible my child! my only el 
The growth of my own life! that ſweeten'd age 
And pain!—O nature bleeds within me. 
Man. Weep not, wy virgins z ceaſe your uſeleſs. 
tears; 


Kindneſs is thrown away upon deſpair, 


And but provokes the ſorrow it would caſe 
Nic. Aſſiſt me forwards. 
Man. Moſt unwelcome news! 


I hereturn'd? The gods ſupport my father. 


I now begin tb wiſh he lov'd me leſs. 
Nic. There, there, ſhe 1 the very tend reſt 
nerve; 
She pities me, dear babe; ſhe pities me: 


Through all the raging tortures of her ſoul, 


She feels my pain ! but hold, my heart, to thank her; 3 


Ihen burſt at once, and let the pangs of death 


Put Myron from my thought. [ces 10 er — 


15 


7 


And indulge my joy 
My friend i m, brother O the ecſtafy 
That fires my veins, and dances at my heart! 


Mau. Severelt fate 
Has done its worſt—I've drawn my father's tears.— 
Nic. Forbear to call me by that tender name; 


Since I can't help thee, I wou'd fain forget 


Thou art a part of me. —lIt only ſharpens 


'Thote pangs, which, if a ſtranger, I thould feel. —— 
O ſpare me, my Mandanc! To. behold thee 


In ſuch excets of ſorrow; quite deſtroys me, 
And I thall die, and leave thee, unreveng'd. 
Man. O Sir! there are misfortunes moſt ſevere, 


| Which yet can bear the light, and, well ſuſtain'd, 


Adorn the ſufferer. —But this affliction 


Has made deſpair a virtue, and demands 
Utter extinction, and eternal night, 


As 2 of happineſs. [Scene ſhuts on them. 


Enter SYPHOCES. 
"Row O my Syphoces! 


— And does this move 8 ? does this melt you 
down, 


And pour you out 8 # Then fly tir 


| Ere Memnon comes; he comes with fluſhing cheek, 
And beating heart, to bear a bride away, 


And blets his fate: How dreadfully deceiv'd ! | 
Ram. The melancholy ſcene at length begins. 
Enter ME MNON. 
Mem. O give me leave to yield to nature, 


You love me not, if you refuſe to join 


In all the juſt extravagance and flight 
Of boundleſs tranſport on this happy hour, 
Where is my ſoul, my bliſs, my lovely bride ! 


Call. call her forth; O haſte; che prieſt expects us, 
And 


ent. 


ou 


The gods may ſtill be merciful in this. 
His lips begin to riſe. —How fares my friend? 
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And ev'ry moment is a crime to love. 


Ram. Speak to him :—Pr'ythee ſpeak. [To Syphe 
Syph. By heav'n I cannot. | | 
Mem, W hat can this mean? 

Ram. Syphoces. 


Syph. Nay; Rameſes. 


Mem. By all the gods, they ſtruggle with their ſorrows, 


And ſwallow down their tears to hide them from me: 


By friendſhip's ſacred name, I charge you, ſpeak. 


[T hey look on him with the utmoſt concern, and go out on. 


different ſides of the ſtage. 


Was ever man thus left to dreadful thought, 


And all the horrors of a black ſurmiſe ! 


| What woe is this too big to be expreſs'd? 
O my fad heart! Why bod'ſt thou ſo ſeverely? 
Mandane's life's in danger! There indeed; 


Fortune, I fear thee ſill; her beauties arm thee; 


Her virtues make thee dreadful to my thought: 
But for my love, how I could laugh at fate! 


Enter a ſervant, and gives him a paper. He reads. . 


Enter Rauxs ts, Msmxon wee, and falls on RauEs ES. 


Ram. Twere happy if his ſoul would ne er return: 


Mem. Did Myron feel my pangs, you'd pity him. 
=” Enter Sypnoces. 5 
Sypb. Fainting beneath th' oppreſſion of her grief, 


This way Mandane ſeeks the freſher air: 


Let us withdraw; "twill pain her to be ſeen, 
And moſt of all by you. 


 Atem. By my own heart, 


I judge, and am convinc'd.—T dare not t ſee ber: 


n= hey The 
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The ſight would ftrike me 8 
i. As Memnon is geing, Mandane meets him : Buth fr: 


0 


back : Sbe fhriets. Memncn recovers himſelf, and falls 


at her knees, embracing- them : She tries to diſeugage : 


He not permitting, fhe raiſes him : He takes ber paſſion- 
_ in his arms : They continue ſpeechleſs and motion= 


lefs for fope lime. 

Ram. Was ever mournful interview like this!? 
See how they writhe with anguith | hear them groan} 
See the large {lent dew run trickling down, 

As from the weeping marble ; paſſion choaks 
Their words, and they're the ſtatues of 2 95 
Mem. O my Mandane! D 


[At this ſbe violently breaks from him, and exit. 


But one moment more. 


[As Memnon is e Rameſes bolds bin. 


| Ram. Brother —— 
Mem. Forgive me. 
Ram. You're to blame. 


Mem. Look there. [Painting after Ber. 


My heart is burſting. 
Ram. With revenge! ? 
Mem. And love. 
Ram. Revenge! 
Mem. One dear embrace; twill edge my fk” 
Syph. No, Memnon; if our ſwords now want an edge, 
They ll want for ever; to this ſpot I charm thee, 
By the dread words, Revenge and Liberty! 
his is the criſis of our fates z this moment 
The guardian gods of Egypt hover o'er us; 
They watch to ſee us act like prudent men, 
And out of ills extract our happineſs. 
My friends, theſe dire calamities, like poiſon, 
| May have their wholeſome uſe: This fad occaſion, - 


5 222 


* 


Have I been cas'd in ſteel ? 
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EH manag'd artfully, revives our hopes; 
It gives Nicanor to our ſinking faction, 


And ſtill the tyrant ſhakes. 1 7 


Ram. My father comes ; 
Or ſnatch this moment, or deſpair for ever: 
While paſlions glow, the heart, like heated ſteel,, 


Takes each impreſſion, and is work'd at pleature.. 


Euter Nic Axon. 
Nie. Why have the gods choſe out my wake | hours. 


To ſet their errors in array againſt me? 
This wou'd beat down the vigour of my youth, 
Much more grey hairs, and life worn down ſo low. 


Vain man ! to be ſo fond of breathing long, 
And ſpinning out a thread of miſery : 
The longer life, the greater choice of evil; 


The happieſt man is but a wretched thing, 
That ſteals poor comfort from compariſons; 


What then am I? Here will I fit me down, 


Brood o'er my cares, and think myſelf to death. 


Draw near, Rameſes; I was raſh erewhile, 1 
And chid thee without cauſe- How many years 


Ram. Full threeſcore years 
Have chang'd the ſeaſons o'er your creſted brow, | 
And ſeen your faulchion dy'd in hottile blood. 
Nic. How many triumphs ſince the king has reign'd ! 
Ram. They number juſt your battles, one for one. 
Nic. True; I have follow'd the rough trade of war 


With ſome ſucceſs, and can without a bluſh, 
Review. the ſhaken fort, and ſanguine plain. 


E have thought pain a pleaſure, thirſt and toil 

Bleſt objects of ambition. I remember 

(Nor do my foes forget chat bloody day) 
% ͤͤͤ 8 | When. 
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When the barb'd arrow from my gaping thigl * 
Was wrench'd with labour, I diſdain'd the groan, 
Becauſe I ſuffer'd for Buſiris' ſake. 
Ram. he king is not to blame. 

Nic. Is not the prince his ſon ? 

Ram. But in himſelf —— 


Nic. [Riſing in a paſſian] And has he loſt his guilt, Be 


Cauſe he has injur'd me? Erewhile thy blood Sh 
Was kindled at his name. Didſt thou not tell ge Tc 
A thameful black deſign on poor Amelia? Te 


O Memnon }-what a glorious race is this, 


| To make the gods a party in our cauſe, 


And draw down bleflings on us | A 

Mem. He that ſupports them A 
* ſuch black crimes, is ſharer of their guilt. „% 7 
Nic. Point out the man, and, with theſe wither'd N 

| hands, -:: 1 
| 1d fly upon his throat, though be were g 1] 
Within the circle of Bufiris' arms. 4 
| Ram. He that prevents it not when in his power, 


15 Supports them in their courſe of Hong guilt ; 
And you are He. 


Nic. Thou rav ſt. 
Sypb. The army's yours: 
Pe ſounded every chief; but wave your finger, 
Thouſands fall off the tyrant's fide, and leave him 
Naked of help, and open to deſtructior: 
But ſweep his minions, cut a pander's throat, 


Or lop a ſycophant, the work is done. 


Nic. {Starting.] What would you have me do? 1 
Miem. Let not your heart 
Fly off from your own thought; be truly great; = 
| Refent your country's ſufferings as your own; 
A generous ſoul is not conlin'd at home, 


alt, 


> 


Wim c of EC Y 7. 63 


But ſpreads itſelf abroad o'er all the public, 
And feels for every member of the land. 


| What have we ſeen for twenty rolling years, 


But one long tract of blood ! or, what is worſe, 
Throng'd dungeons pouring forth perpetual groans; 
And free-born men oppreſs'd! Shall half mankind _ 
Be doom'd to curſe the moment of their birth ? 

Shall all the mother's fondneſs be employ'd 

To rear them up to bondage, give them ftrength 


Jo bear afflictions, and ſupport their chains? 


Spb. [Kneeling.] To you the valiant youth moſt 
humbly bend, 


And beg that nature's gifts, the. vigorous nerve, 
And graceful port delign'd to bleſs the world, 


And take your great example in the field, 


May not be forc'd by lewdneſs in high place, 
To other toils, to labour for diſeaſe, 1 
Jo wither in a loath'd embrace, and die 
At an inglorious diſtance from the foe. 


Ram. n ] To you Amelia lifts her hands for 
ſafety. 
| Mem. TBurſling into tears.) Fo o you - To you 
Nic. By heav'n he cannot t Pe. —I underſtand 
„ 


: Riſe—Riſe - my ſon: Riſe 5 your work is 2. 


They periſh all; theſe creatures of my ſword. 


Have I not ſeen whole armies vaulted o'er 
With flying jav'lins, which ſhut out the day, 


And fell in rattling ſtorms at my command, 
To ſlay, and bury, proud Buſiris' foe ? 7 


He lives and reigns; for I have been his friend: 
But I'll unmake him, and plough up the ground 
Where his proud palace ftands, Exit... 


Nem. O my Mandane! 
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Ihe gods by dreadful means beſtow ſucceſs, 
And in their vengeance moſt ſeverely bleſs : 
From thy bright ſtreaming eyes our triumphs flow, 
The tyrant falls, Mandane ftrikes the blow: 
So the fair moon, when ſeas ſwell high, and pour 
A waſteful deluge on the trembling ſhore, 
Inſpires the tumult from her clouded throne, 
W here ſilent, penſive, pale, ſhe fits alone, 5 
And all the diſtant ruin is her own. 


. 


S C EN E, The Field. 


Enter Bo SIRIS, and AVLETES. An alarum at a diſtauce. 


8 


JA Elcome the voice of war! Though loud the | 


found, 
It faintly ſpeaks the language of my heart; 
It whiſpers what I mean. But ſay, Auletes, 
What urge theſe forlorn rebels in excuſe 
For chooſing ruin? 
__ Aul. Various their complies: . 
But ſome are loud, that while your heavy hand 
Preſſes whole millions with inceffant toil 
( Toil fitter far for beaſts than human creatures) 


In building wonders for the world to gaze at, 


Weeds are their food, their cuꝑ the muddy Nile. 


Buß. 


ot if i - 
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Bu: Do they not build for me? Let that reward 


them. 
Yes, I will build more wonders to be 1 0 — 
And temper all my cement with their blood. 
Whoſe pains and art reform'd the puzzled year, 
Thus drawing down the ſun to human uſe, _ 
And making him their ſervant ? Who puſh'd off 
With mountain-dams the broad redundant Nile, 
Deſcended from the moon, and bid it wander 
A ſtranger ſtream in unaccuſtom'd ſhores? 
M ho from the Ganges to the Danube reigns? 
But virtues are forgot — Away——To arms! 
I call to mind my glorious . 
Which, for ten thouſand rolling years renown 'd, 
Shines up into eternity itſelf, 
And ends among the gods. [ An alarum: 
Enter Meuxox. 8 1 5 
. The rebel braves us. 
=} Buſ. Hold, let our e thirſt one moment 
Wes 1 longer; 5 
And death ſtand ſtill till he receives my nodl. — | 
| Whom meet I in the midſt of my own realm, | 
he | With bold defiance on his brow ? 
1 Mem. The flave, 
Whom dread Buſiris lately laid in chains; 
An emblem of his country. | 
Buf. Is it thus 
You thank my royal bounty ? 
Mem. Thus you thank'd 
The good Artaxes thus you thank'd my ticker, T6, 
Bi. What I have done, conclude moſt Fight and 
For I have done it; and the gods alone [juſt 3 
Shall aſk me Why: Thou liv'ſ, although they fell; 


” © And, if they fell ww greater thanks 
of. | Are 


low, 
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Are due from Thee, whom een juſtice ſpar'd. 
Mem. Thy kindneſſes are wrongs ; they mean to footh 
My injur'd ſoul, and ſteal it from revenge. 
By / Turn back thine eye; behold we oy are 
thin, | 
Thy r men are rarely ſprinkled ver the geld, 
And yet thou carrieſt millions on thy tongue. 
Mem. All thy blood-thirſty ſword has laid in duſt 
Are on my ſide; they come in bloody ſwarms, 
And throng my banners: Thy unequall'd crimes 
Have made thee weak, and rob my ä 
Biſ. Ha! 
Mem. Nay, ſtamp not, tyrant; 3 I can ſtamp as loud, 
And raiſe as may many dzmons at the ſound. 
Bi. I wear a diadem. i 
Mem, And I a ſword. 
Bruf. Yet, yet ſubmit, I give thee life. 
Mem, Secure your own: 
: No more, Buſiris; bid the fun 3 . 
B,. Buſiris and the ſun ſhould ſet together : : 
If this day's angry gods ordain my fate, 
Know thou, I fall like ſome vaſt pyramid; 
I bury thouſands in my great deſtruction, 
And thou the firſt—Slave! in the front of battle; 
There thou ſhalt find me. 
Mer. Fhou ſhalt find me there, iis 
And have well paid that gratitude I owe. [Exeunt. 
4 continual alarum. 
Enter Mrzon and N 1CANOR, meeting. 


Nie. Does not mine eye ſtrike terror through thy 
„ foul, | 
| And ſhake the weapon from thy trembling arm! ? 


Baſe 


footh 


3 are 


uſt 


oud, 


int. 


aſe 


King of EST rr. Gy 

Baſe boy! the foulneſs of thy guilt ſecures thee 

From.my reproach; I dare not name thy crime. 
Ayr. Old man, didſt thou ſtand up in hs own 

e Js 

I then ſhould be afraid of fourſcore years, 

And tremble at grey hairs; but fince thy frenzy 

Has lent thoſe venerable locks to caſt 

A gloſs of virtue on the blackeſt crime, 

Accurſt rebellion! this gives back my heart, 
With all its rage, and I'm a man again. 
Nic. Come on, and uſe that force of arms I mages 

thee; | 5 
I'l now reſume the life I gave ſo late. 
Myr. I grieve thou haſt but halt a life to loſe, 
And doſt thou defraud my vengeance— At my touch, 
Thou moulder'ſt into duſt, and art forgotten: 

T reparing to fight, Myron flops ſhort. 

Ah, no, I cannot fight with thee ; begone, 
And ſhake elſewhere; thou canſt not want a death 
In ſuch a field, though I refuſe it to thee: 
Rameſes, Memnon, give them to my ſword, 
Suſtain'd by thouſands; but to fly from thee, 


From thee, moſt injur'd man, full be my praiſe, 


— riſe above the conqueſt of my Wes. 
Nic. Tis not old age, th' avenging gods purſue thee! 
1 retires before N icanor off the Abe. A houd alarum. | 


Enter Bus1R1s ut AULETES, in purſuit | 


Buf. 'Tis well; [ like this madneſs of the field: 
Let heighten'd horrors, and a waſte of death, 
Inform the world, Buſiris is in arms: 


Rut then I grudge the glory of my ſword E 
* e 15 10 


66 "TS 1 HE TM 
To ſlaves and rebels; while they die by me, 
They cheat my vengeance, and ſurvive in fame. 

Aul. I panted after in the paths of death, 
And could not but from far behold your plume 

Oferſhadow flaughter'd heaps, while your bright helm 
Struck a diſtinguiſh'd terror through the feld, 
The diſtant legions trembling as it blaz d. 
Bu Think not a crown alone lights up my name; 
My hand is deep in fight. Forbid it, Iſis! 

That while Buſiris treads the ſanguine field, 
The foremoſt ſpirit of his hoſt ſhould conquer 

But by example, and beneath the ſhade, 


Of this high-brandiſh'd arm. Did'ſt thou e 'er fear? 
Sure *'tis an art; I know not how to fear; 


Ti one of the few things beyond my power; 
And if death muſt be fear'd before tis felt, 
Thy maſter is immortal, O Auletes, 
But while I ſpeak, they live! 
Where fall the ſounding cataracts of Nile, 
The mountains tremble, and the waters boil; 
Like them, I'll ruth ; like them my fury pour; 
And * the future world one wonder more. 
5 | [Exeunts 


- Enter Myron, EAT with. a party : His plume is ſmit 


ten off : He drives the foe, and returns. 


Myr. When death's ſo near, but dares 1 not venture | 


e 

i. heaven's regard, a kind of falutation, 
Which to ourſelves our own importance ſhews : 
Faint as Tam, and almoſt ſick of blood, 
There is one cordial would revive me ſtill ; 


The __—_ of Memnon; place that fiend before me. 
| [Exit 


. Enter” 


1 


His t 
Float 
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But 
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Enter Annen. 
Mem. Where, where's the prince? 0 188 him te 
my ſword ! 
His tall white plume, which, like a high-wrought foam, 
Im Floated on the tempeſtuous ſtream of fight, 
Shew'd where he {wept the field; I follow'd ſwift, 
But my approach has turn'd him into air 


Enter Mynkox. | 


The fight but now begins! 
Myr. Why, who art thou? 


1 
i 
? | Men. Prince, 1 ALLY nn mm nn | | 1 
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Myr. | Diſdainfully.] Memnon ! ; 
em. No —T'm Mandane. 5 Z 
Mr. Hal - 1 
Mow: [ Striking his own Jed and breafl, * 
She's here, ſhe's here, ſhe's all: Her wrongs and virtues! 
Virtues and wrongs! Thou worſe than murderer! 
Myr. I charge thee name her not; order the : 
croak 1 
| With that ill-omen'd note. 
* Mem. Mandane! 
. Myr. Be it ſo. 
nit- When I reflect on her mean Love "0 thee, 
I And plot againſt my life, my pain is leſs. 
Mem. * is falſe; ſhe meant, ſhe knew it 555 Ra- 
1 9 5 meſes, 5 | 
He, only he, was conſcious of the thought. 
he: Then I'm a wretch indeed! 
Tem. 45s ſuch I'll uſe thee; 
Tu cruſh thee like ſome poiſon on the earth; 
Then haſte and cleanſe me in the blood of men. 


Ks. Myr. I thank thee, for this ſpirit which exalts thee 
Into 


ure | 


jo W us IAR IS. 


Into a foe I need not bluſh to meet; 

Now, ſrom my ſoul, it joys me thou art fonud 

And found alive: By heav'n, ſo much I hate thee, 

I fear'd that thou waſt dead, and hadit eſcap'd me: 

Il drench my ſword in thy deteſted blood, 

Or ſoon make thee immortal by my own. 

Villain ! SR 
Mem. Myron! 
Ayr. Rebel ; 
Mem. Myron! 
Myr. Hell! 

Mem. Mandane! 

Mr. [ Falls. Juſt the blow, and juſter ſtill, 

Becauſe imbitter'd to me by that hand 

I raoſt deteſt ; which gives my foul a an earneſt 


[They sb.. 


Ol vaſt unfathomable woes to come ; 


That dreadful dowry for my dreadful love: 
I leave the world my miſery's example; 
5 It us'd d aright no trivial legacy. 

Enter SY HOSE S. 
Syph. My lord, I bring you moſt unwelcome news: 
As poor Mandane wander'd near the field, 
In hope to ſee her injuries reveng'd, 

Thoughtleſs of any ſufferings but the paſt, 

A party of the foe ſaw, ſeiz'd, and bore her off. 
| Mem. Vengeance and conqueſt: now are e trivial 

things 5 
Love made their prize. Tis impious in my ſoul 
Jo entertain a thought but of her reſcue: 
5 Now, now, | plunge into the thickeſt wary 
As ſome bold diver, from a precipice 
Into mid ocean, to regain a gem 

Whoſe loſs impoveriſh'd kings; 3 0 bring it back; 
Or ſee the day no more. [CExent. 
Enter 


[ Dies. 


Alln 


AM 


ght 0 


Dies. 
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Enter ManDaNE, priſoner, | 
Man. A gen'rous foe will hear his captive TO 
A benefit thus, kneeling, I implore; 
Let one of all thoſe ſwords that glitter round me, 
Vouchſafe to hide its point within my breaſt. 
Enter Ms M NON. 
Mem. Ah villains curſ ed Athieſts ! Can you bear 


That poſture from that form What, what are num- 
bers, | 


When I behold thoſe eyes! Not mine the . 

That ſingly thus J quell a hoſt of foes. 

Inhuman robbers! O bring back my ſoul! | 
[ They force her offs He ruſhes in upon them, and is taken. 

Poor comfort to mankind, that they can loſe 

Their lives but once—But, oh! a thouſand times 


Be torn from what they love 1 
Enter RauEsks. | 5.5 

Ram. Far have I waded in the blo ody held, 1 
Laborious through the ſtubborn ranks of war, 1 
And trac'd thee in a labyrinth of death; | 1 
But thus to find thee! — Better find thee dead ! * | = 


Thoſe flaves will uſe thee ill. 
Mem. Of that no more: 
Myron is dead, and by this arm. 
Ram. I thank thee: 
All my few ſpirits left exult with] joy; 
Ii chaſe and ſcourge him through the lower world. 
Mem. Alas, thou bleed'ſt | 
Ram. Curſe on the tyrant's ſword; 
I bleed to death: But could not leave the world 
Without a laſt embrace. Juſt now [ met 5 
he poor Mandane. N 1 
Mem Quickly ſpeak. What ſaid ſhe! 
Ram. Nothing of comfort; ceaſe to aſk me farther 


1 


72 5 b t Kt 6 


If you meet more, your meeting will be ſad .. 


Your arm! I faint Ah! what is human life ? 
How, like the dial's tardy-moving ſhade, 
Day after day flides from us unperceiv'd ! 
The cunning fugitive is ſwift by ſtealth; 
Joo ſubtle is the movement to be ſeen ; 


Yet ſoon the hour is up—and we are gone. ö 
Farewel :4 pity thee. | | Dis, 
M. In. Farewel, brave friend! | 


Would I could bear thee company to reſt ; 


But life in all its terrors ſtands before me, 


And lhuts the gates of peace againſt my withes.— 
Vo I not hear a peal of diſtant thunder? _ 


And ſee, a ſudden darkneſs ſhuts the day, 


And quite blots out the ſun !—But what to me 

The colour of the ſæy? A death-cold dew 

Hangs on my brow, and all my ſlacken'd joints 

Are ſhook without a cauſe — A groan From whence | 

Again! And no one near me? Vain deluſion! _ 
Ĩ fear not.vain! I fear ſome ill is tow'rds me, 


More dreadful ſure than all that's paſt. - - Mandane? 


I hop'd ſhe was at peace, and paſt the reach 


Of this ill news; but ſuch my wayward fate, 


I cannot aſk a curſe, but 'tis deny'd me: 
And could I wiſh I ne'er could ſee her a more? 


Rater Ma NDANE, 1 


Man. This i is my brother: A ſhort privacy. 


l Is a ſmall favour you may grant a foe. 


Guard. Let it be ſhort; we may not wait your jeifur ure. 
Mem. Tis wond'rous ſtrange; there' s ſomething 
holds me from her, 


And keeps this foot faſt rooted to the ground. 
This is the laſt time I ſhall ever pray [Tueeling. 


To 


Diss. 


iſure. 
thing 


eeling. 


To 
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To me, ve gods, confine your threaten'd vengeance, 
And I will bleſs your mercies while I ſuffer ! 

L emmnn and Mandane advance [lowly to the front oe 

MY the tage. 

Man. What didſt thou pray for? 

Jem. For thy peace. 

Man. Tas kind. x 
But oh! thoſe hands in bonds deny the blefling, on 
For which they earneſtly were rais'd to heav N— 
Mem. I fear ſo too : What we have yet to do 
Muſt be ſoon done: This meeting is our laſt. 


How ſhall we uſe it? 


Man. How? Conſult thy chains, 


And my calamities. 


Mem. Sad counſellors, 


= And cruel their advice—Are there no other 


Man. I look around and find no glimpſe of hope 3 3 


: A perfect night of horror and deſpair. 


Mem. Of horror and deſpair indeed, Mandane : : 
Canſt thou believe me? Nay, can I believe 


Myſelf! The laſt thing that I wil d for 2.715 


falſe! 


The weight of my misfortunes hurts my mind. 


Man. Was what? 
Mem. I dare not think; to chien is to look down 


A precipice ten thouſand fathom deep, 
That turns my brain !—Oh! Oh: 


Man. Memnon, no more: 
That ſilence, and thoſe tears, need no explaining z 


And it is kind, with ſuch ſevere reluctance, 


To think upon my death—though neceſlary.. . * 

Mem. Ah hold! You plant a thouſand caggers | 
here: 

Falk not of dying difown the 3 3 

D Right 


— 


Right is not right, and reaſon is not reaſon ; | 

All is diſtraction, when I look on thee. I 

O all ye pitying gods! daſh out from nature 1175 

Your ſtars, your ſun, but let Mandane live. 

Man. No; death long inde was my confirm'd re- 

ſolve. 

em. Myron is dead. 

Man. What joy a heart like mine 

Can feel, it feels — Had he been never born, 

I might have liv'd — 'tis now ——impollible. 

Mem. This even to my miſeries I owe, 

That it diſcovers greater virtues ſtill, 

In her my ſoul adores —O my Mandane! | 

O glorious maid ! then thou wilt be at peace— _ 

lemnon walks thoughtfully; then returns: 
Muſt I ſurvive, and change thy tenderneſs 

For a ſtern maſter, and perpetual chains ? 

Long I may groan on earth to fate their malice, 

Then through ſlow torments linger into death, 

No ſteel to ſtab, no wall to daſh my brain ! 

Man. Ha! | 
Mem. Why thus brd in thought? What mighty 2 
, TE 7 

Is lab'ring in your ſoul ? Your eyes ſpeak wonders— 
Man. Will not the blood-hounds be content with 


ie: 

Mem. Alas, Mandane! No; they ſtudy nature, 
To find out all her ſecret feats of pain, 

And carry killing to a dreadful art : 
A ſimple death in Egypt is for friends. 
| Fan. O then it muſt be ſo—and yet it cannot yy 
Mem. What means this ſudden paleneſs ? . 
Man. ¶ feeling in her m, he ſrooons.]— 

Heav'n aflift me! 


1 
Mem. 


re- 


YM 


. 


Mem. My love! Mandane! hear me, my eſpous'd ! 


My deareſt heart! the infant of my boſom! 


Whom I would foſter with my vital blood. 
Man. [Shewws a dagger. ] [is well; and in return, I 
give thee - This. 
Mem. Millions of thanks, thou refuge in deſ pair. 
Man. Terrible kindneſs! Horrid mercy! Oh! 
I cannot give it thee. 


- Mem, Full well I know 


Thy tender foul, and I muſt force it from thee. 
[As he is firuggling with her * the dagger, ſhe ſpeaks. 


Man. My lord ! my ſoul! myſelf! you tear my 


heart: 
Art thou not dearer to my eyes than light ? 
Doſt thou not circulate through all my veins; _ 


_ Mingle with life, and form my very ſoul ? 


Mem. Now, monſters, I defy you: Fate forbids 


A long farewel: My guard may interpoſe, 
And make your favour ae Elcus, only thus. 
[ Embrace. 


And now 


— [Going to flab Pamfelf. ] 


= Man. [Holds his arm.] Ah no! Since laft 1 ſaw 


thee, thrice I rais'd 


| My trembling arm, and thrice 1 __ it 8 


If you refuſe compaffion to my ſex, 
Memnon betrays me, and is Myron's friend. — 


As I a poniard, you ſupply an arm, 
And I ſhall ſtill be happy in your love. 
[After a pauſe of aftoniſhment, he finks gently on the earth. 
Men. From dreadful to more dreadful I am plung d, 
And find in deepeſt anguiſh deeper ſtill : 


I can't complain in common with mankind - — 


But am a wretched ſpecies all alone: 


Muſt I not only loſe thee, but be curs'd OL 
— VVV To 
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To ſprinkle my own hands with thy life blood? 
Mau. It cannot be avoided. 
Mei. Nor perform'd. 
Lift up my hand againſt thee as a foe! 
I who ſhould ſave thee from thy very father, 
And teach thy deareſt friends to uſe thee well, 


Make kindneſs kind, and ſoften all their ſmiles? 


O, my Mandane! think how I have lov'd! 


O, my Mandane ! think upon thy pow'r ! 


How often haſt thou ſeen me pale with joy, 
And trembling at a mile: And thall 1 
Man. Myron! | 


[Al that Memnon Parts up ſuddenty. 


Am: Ah bold! : * thee hold! One ney 


that way 
Awakes my hell, and blows up all | its flames: — 


The world turns round: my heart is fick to death! : 
O my diſtraction! perfect loſs of thought = 


Man. Why ſtand you like a ſtatue? Are you dead? 
What do you fold ſo faſt within your arms ? 


Why, with fix'd eye-balls, do you pierce the ground? 
Why ſhift your place, as if you trod on fire? 
Why gnaw your lip, and groan ſo dreadfully ? 

My lord, if I have ſpent whole live-long nights 


In tears, and figh'd away the day in priyate, _ 


Only oppreſs'd with an exceſs of love, 


O turn, and ſpeak to me. 
Mem. And theſe, no doubt, 


Are arguments that I ſhould draw thy blood. — 
No child was ever lull'd upon the breaſt 


Wich half that tenderneſs has melted from thee, 
And fell like balm upon my wounded ſoul! _ 


. And ſhall 1 murder thee? Yes, thus—thus—thus.— 


mn Joe time. 


. 
No 


And now with me all nature is expir'd — 
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Man. Alas my lord forgets we are to die. 
['M emnon gazes with wonder on the dheger. 


n By heav'n, I had ; my ſoul had took her fight 


In bliſs —— Why, is not this our bridal-day ? 
Man. That way diſtraction lies. 
Mem. Indeed it does. 
Ber. Oh! Oh! 
Man. Thy ſighs and groans are ſharper t than thy 
So 


The guard is on us. 


Mem. Then it muſt be done. 


Sun, hide thy face, and put the world in mourning. 
Though blood ſtart out for tears, tis done—But one, 


One laſt embrace. L Ar he embraces her, ſbe burſis intotear-. 


Let me not ſee a tear—I could as ſoon 
Stab at the face of heav'n, as kill thee weeping, 


Man. Tis paſt; I am compos d. 
Mem. And now — and now. 
Man. Be not ſo fearful; 'tis the ſecond blow 


Will pain my heart—indeed this will not hurt me. 
Mem. O thou haſt Tuag my ſoul quite through and 


through, 


With thoſe kind words: TI had juſt ſeed my breaſt, 

| laing down the "x" : 
And thou undo'ſt it all—T could not bear f 

Jo raze thy ſkin to ſave the world from ruin. 

Man. [Stabs herſelf.] If you're a woman, Pl be 9 5 


ſomething more. 


I ſhall not taſte of heaven till you arrive, [ Dier. 
Mem. Struck home—an@1 in her heart—She s dead 


already; 


My lovely bride, now we again are happy, 


[Stabs bs himſelf 
'D 3 | And! 
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And better worlds prepare our nuptial baw'r. — 
Now every ſplendid object of ambition, 
Which lately, with their various gloſſes, play'd 


Upon my brain, and fool'd my idle heart, 


Are taken from me by a little miſt 


And all the world is vaniſh'd., = | [Dics. : 


4 march ſounded, Enter 'Nicaxon, and sxrnocks, 
vitferimus. | 
The guards, which are advancing to the "I fly. Jo 


Nic. The day's our own; the Perſian's angry pow'rs 


Have well repaid this morning inſolence. 


And turn'd the deſperate fortune of the feld, 


By ſure, though late, relief. 
Sypb. Nicanor, friend, 


I from the city bring you welcome news: 

My guilty letter from the amorous queen 
I ſpread amongſt the multitude; while yet 
Their blood was warm with reading the black ſcroth, 


Myris, to view the fortune of the fight, 


Leaving her palace for the Weſtern tow'r, 


Was ſeiz'd, torn, ſcatter'd, on the guilty ſpat, 


| Where her great brother fell. 


Nic. The gods are juſt. 


 $39h. See where Buſiris comes; your royal captixes 


In his misfortune great; an awful run! 
And dreadful to the conqueror! + 
Nic. [ advancing, ſees the badies.] Sad Gghtl 
A fight that teaches triumph bow to mourn, 
And more than juſtifies. theſe ſtreaming tears, 15:5 


| Even on the moment that my country's ſav d. 
| Wan ſore oppreſſion, and inglorious chains. 


| [He falls on His attendaify 
A great ſhout. Enter Bo SIRIS, wounded. 
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Ani interview with _ ſoon elſewhere. - 
ee. Meman. 7 
Ha! Dead? 'Tis well: He roſe not to my ſword ; 
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Buſ. Conquer'd ? Tis falſe; I am your maſter Kill; 
Your maſter, though in bonds: You ſtand aghaſt 
At your good fate, and trembling, can't enjoy. 
Now, from my ſoul, I bug theſe welcome chains 
Which ſhew you all Buſiris, and declare 
Crowns and ſucceſs ſuperfluous to my fame. 
You think this ſtreaming blood will low'r my thought; ; 
No, ye miſtaken men, I ſmile at death; 
For living here, is living all alone ; 
To me a real ſolitude, amid 
A throng of little beings groveling round me; =_ 
Which yet uſurp one common {ſhape and name. 


I thank theſe wounds, theſe raging pains, which pro- 


miſe 


I only wiſh'd his fate, and there he lies, 


Some, when they die, die all; their mould” ring Tay 


Is but an emblem of their memories; 

The ſpace quite cloſes up thro' which they paſs'd: 
That I have liv'd, I leave a mark behind, 
Shall pluck the ſhining age from velger time, 
And give it whole to late poſterity : 

My name is writ in mighty char, 
Triumphant columns, and eternal domes, 


Whoſe ſplendor heighten our Egyptian day, 


Whoſe ſtrength ſhall laugh at time, till their great 
baſis, 


Old earth itlelf, ſhall fait: In om. 
Who war or build, ſhall build or war from me "Þ 
Grow great in each as my example fires : 
Ti I of art the future wonders raiſe ; bs 
I baut the future battles of the world. 


D 4 ” Great 
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Great Jove, I come! Egypt, thou art forſaken; LSinls. 
Afia's impoveriſh'd by my ſinking glories ; 

And the world leſſens, when Buſiris falls. [ Dies, 
 $yph. Bear the dead monarch to his pyramid 

And for what uſe ſo-e'er it was defign'd 

By that high-minded, but miſtaken, man, 

There let him lie magnificent in death; 

Great was his life, great be his monument; 

And on Buſiris' nephew, young Arſaces, 

Ol gentler ſpirit, let the crown devolve. | 
From this day's vengeance, let the nations know, 
Jove lays the pride of haughtieſt mos archs low; 

And they, who kindled with ambitious fire, 

In arts and arms with moſt ſucceſs aſpire, 

If void of virtue, but provoke their doom, 
Graſp at their fate, and build themſelves a tomb. 


: : F , 

is ö ; . 4 
” E . N » 

is , 


U. 3 
Dien. e In | GR N 
EP ILOUUL 
By a FRIEND. 
F, 


> Spoken by Mrs. OLD FIE L p. 


: 7 HE race of critics, dull, judicious rogues, 
b. 5 To mournful plays deny briſt Epilogues : 
Zach gentle ſauain, and tender nymph, ſay they, 
From a ſad tale /hould go in tears away ; 
From hence quite home ſhould fireams of ſorrow ſhed,. 
And, drown'd in grief, fleal ſupperleſs to bed. _ 
This doctrine is ſo grave, the Sparks ⁊uon' t bear ts: 
They love to go in humour to their claret.. 
The Cit, who owns a little fun worth buying, 
Holds half-a-crown too much to pay for crying: 
Befedes, who knows, without theſe healing arts, 
But love might turn your heads, and break your hearts ;: 
And the poor Author, by imagin'd woes, 
| Might people Beth lem with our Belles and Beaux * 
Hence I, who lately bid adieu to pleaſure, 
Nobb'd of my ſpouſe, and my dear evgoriraghve 3; 
I, whom you ſaru, deſpairing, breathe my * : 
Am free and eaſy, as if nought had paſt ; 
Again put on my airs, and play my fan ; 
And fear no more that dreadful creature, Man. 
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— But whence does this malicious mirth begin? 
FT know, ye beaſts, 5 reckon it no fin. 

"Tis ſtrauge that crimes the ſame, in diff rent Plays, 
Should move our horror, and our laughter raiſe. 
Lowe's Jove ſecure the comic Aflor tries; 
But, if he's. wicked, in blank verſe he dies. 


| The farce, where wives prove frail, ſtill makes the beſt ; 


And the poor cuchold.is a flanding jeſt: 
But our brave bard, a virtuous fon of Ife, 


Counts a bold ſtrole in Love among the vices ;. 


In blood and waunds a guilty land he dips ye, 
And waſtes an empire far one rauiſb d gypſy.. 
NM bat muſty mortals fill an Oxford Bead, 

To notiont of pedantic virtue bred! 
There each ftiff. Don at gallantry exclaims, 
And calls Fine men and Ladies filthy names: 
T hey tell you Rakes, and Filts. corrupt a nation 3 
Such is the prejudice. education 
Tau, who know better things, will ſure approve. 5 
eſe [cenes, that ſbeau the boundleſs power of Love. 

„ when they will, tÞ Italian Things appear, 
This play, we truſt, ſhall throng an audience here. 


Bold Myron s paſſion, up to frenzy wrought, 


Would ill be warbled through an Eunuch's throat: | 


Hic part, at leaſt, his part requires. a Man; 
Let Nicolani act᷑ it, i be can. 
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By His annere 3 Servants. 
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PROLOGUE. 


By a FRIEND. 


0 FT has the buſkin'd muſe, with action mean, 
Debas'd the glory of the Tragic ſcene; ; 

 Wiiepuny villains, dreſs d in purple pride, 

With crimes obſcene the heaven-born rage bely'd. 

T7 her belongs to mourn the Hers's fate, 

To trace the errors of the Wiſe and Great: 

To mark th exceſs of paſſion too refin d, 

And paint the tumults of a God-like mind; 

| Where, mix'd with rage, exalted thoughts combine, 
And darkeſt deeds with beauteous colours ſhine. 

Such lights and ſhades in a well mingl'd draught, 5 
By curious touch of artful pencil wrought, 
N itb ſoft deceit amuſe the doubtful eye, 

Plear d with the conflict of the various dye. 
Thus, thro the following ſcenes, with ſweet furpri: Ze. 
 PFirtue and Guilt in dread confiſion riſe; _ 

And Love and Hate, at once, and Grief and Joy, 


Pity and Rage, their mingl'd force employ. 


Here ibe ſoft Virgin ſees, with ſecret ſhame, 
Her charms excelÞd by friendſbip's purer fame, 

Fored, with reluftant virtue, to approve 

The generous Here, wha rejecti her love. 

| Behold. 
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Behold him here with gloomy paſſiont ftain'd, 
A wife ſuſpeted. and an injur d friend, 
Yet ſuch the toil where innocence is caught, 
That raſh ſuſpicion ſeems without a Fault. 
We dread a while, left beauty fbculd ſucceed, 
And almaſt wiſh ev n virtues ſelf may bleed. 
| Mark well the black Revenge, the cruel Guile, 
The traitor-fiend trampling the lovely ſpoil, 
Of Beauty, Truth, and Innocence oppreſsd; 
Then let the rage of furies fire your. breaſt. 
Yet may his mighty wrongs, his juſt diſdain, 
His bleeding country, his lov'd father ſlain, 
His martial pride, your admiration raiſe, 
Aud crown him with involuntary prayſe.. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Don AlL ox zo, the Spaniſh General, Mr. BoorTn; 
Don CarLos, his friend. Mr. WILESs; 
Don ALvAREZ, a Courtier, Mr. THURMOND;. 


Don MaNnvuEL, Attendant of Don 
_ CaRLos, 


{ Mr, WILLIAMS; 
Zauca, a Captive Moor, 25 MiLLs. 


WOMEN. 


85 Lsoxon 4, ALVAREZ's Daughter, Mrs. PoRTER; 
ISABELLA, the Moor's Miſtreſs, Mrs. Hox rox. 


SCENE, S PAIN. 


W. 
| ] 
| Yo 
; - 
| y 


AMS; 
Ir cans. 
8 fi 7 Enter Zaxc4. 


216 . 
I HETHER firſt nature, or long want of peace; 
= Has wrought my mind to this, I cannot tell; 
But horrors now are not diſpleaſing to me; 
I like this rocking of the battlements. 
Rage on, ye windg; burſt, clouds, and waters roar! 
| You bear a juſt reſemblance of my fortune, 
And ſuit the gloomy habit of my ſoul. , 
Enter TSABELLA. 
Who s there? My love! 
Ta. Why have you left my bed? | 
Your abſence more affrights. me than the ſtorm. 
Zan The dead alone, in ſuch a night can reſt ;. 
Aud 1 indulge wy meditation here. 


Womun; 


— 
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T hate Alonzo. 
And then thou ſhalt hear farther. 
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Woman, away: I chooſe to be alone. | 
Ia. I know you do, and therefore will not leave you; 


' Excuſe me, Zanga, therefore dare not leave you. 
Is this a night for walks of contemplation ? 


Something unuſual hangs upon your heart, 


And I will know it: by our loves, I will. 
Jo you!] facrific'd my virgin fame; 

Aſk I too much to ſhare in your diſtreſs? 
Zan. In tears? Thou fool! Then hear me, and be 


> eee 
In hell's abyſs, if ever it of cape thee. 
To ſtrike thee with aſtoniſhment at once, 


Firft r&cover that, 


Ja. Hate Slonzo ! 


5 I own, I thought Alonzo moſt your friend; 
And that he loſt the maſter in that name. 
Zan. Hear then: Tis twice three years ſince that 


great man 


(Great let me call him; for he conquer'd me) 
Made me the captive of his arm in fight.: LE 
| He flew my father, and threw chains o'er me, 
While I, with pious. rage, purſu'd revenge: 


I then was young; he plac'd me near his perſon, 
And thought me not diſhonour'd by his ſervice. 


One day (may that returning day be night, 
The ſtain, the curſe of each ſucceeding year!) 


For ſomething, ar for nothing, in his pride 


Heftruck me; (While I tell it do Live?) | 


He ſmote me on the cheek I did not ſtab. him; 
For that were poor revenge Fer ſince, his folly 


| Has ſtrove to bury it beneath a heap 
Of kindneſſes, and thinks it is forgot. 
Inſolent thought! and L like a ſecond blow! 


Affronts 


ou; 


ths 


that 


fronts 
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Affronts are innocent, where men are worthleſs; 
And ſuch alone can wiſely drop revenge. 
Ta. But with more temper, Zanga, tell your fry: 


To ſee your ſtrong emotions ſtartles me. 


Zan. Yes, woman, with a temper that befits i it. 
Has the dark adder venom? So have I, 
When trod upon. Proud Spaniard, thou ſhalt feel me 1 
For from that day, that day of my diſhonour, 
from that day have curs'd the riſing ſun, 
Which never fail'd to tell me of my ſhame: 
| from that day have bleſt the coming night, 
Which promis'd ta, conceal it; but in vain; 
The blow return'd for ever in my dream : 
Yet on I toil'd, and groan'd for an occaſion. 
Of ample vengeance: None is yet arriv'd. 
Howe'er, at preſent I conceive, warm hopes. 
Of what may wound him ſore, in his ambition; 
Life of his life, and dearer than his ſoul. 
By nightly march he purpos'd to ſurprize 
The Mooriſh camp; but I have taken care 
They ſhall be ready to receive his favour. 
Failing in this, a caſt of utmoſt moment, 
Would darken all the conqueſts he has won.. 
Ja. Juſt as I enter'd an  exprels arriv'd, 
Zan. To whom? © = 
Ta. His friend, Don Carlos. 
Zan. Be propitious, 
0 Mahomet, on, this important hour, 
And give at length my famiſh'd ſoul revenge | 
What i- revenge, but courage to call in FL 
Our honour's. debts, and wiſdom. to convert 
Other's ſelf- love into our own protection? 
But ſee the morning ray breaks in upon us 
1 ſeek Don a. and enquire my fate. ¶Exeunt. 
Enten 
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Enter MANUEL and Don CARLOS. 
Man. My lord Don Carlos, what brings your expreſs? 

Car. Alonzo's glory, and the Moors defeat. 

The field is ſtrow'd with twice ten thouſand lain, 

Though he ſuſpects his meaſures were betray'd. 

He'll ſoon arrive. O how I long t'embrace 
The firſt of heroes, and the beſt of friends! —— 


I lov'd fair Leonora long before 


The chance of battle gave me to the Moors, 


From whom ſo late Alonzo ſet me free; 
And while I groan'd in bondage, I deputed 
This great Alonzo, whom her father honours, 
To be my gentle advocate in love, 
To ſtir her heart, and fan its fires, for me. 
Man. And what ſucceſs ? 
Car. Alas! the cruel maid 
Indeed, her father, who, though high at court, 
And powerful with the king, has wealth at heart, 
To heal his devaſtations from the Moors, 
Knowing I'm richly freighted from the Eaſt, 
My fleet now ſailing in the ſight of Spain, 
( Heav'n guard it ſafe through ſuch a dreadful ſtorm ') 
Careſſes me, and urges her to wed. 
Ian. Her aged father, ſee! leads her this way. 
Car. She looks like radiant youth _ 
Brought forward by the hand of hoary time 


IT Youto the port with ſpeed ; tis poſſible 


Some veſſel is arriv'd; Heav'n grant it bring 
_ Tidings, which Carlos may receive with joy! 


Enter ALVAREZ and LEONORA. 


| Alv. Carlos, Iam labouring in your favour 
With all a parent's ſoft authority, 
And earneſt counſel. 


Befor 
Huſh 
Will 
And! 
To le: 

Leo 
That 
A dau 
Whoſ 

Can 

Le 
L (hall 
Car 
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Car. Angels ſecond you! 
For all my bliſs or miſery hangs on it. 
Av. Daughter, the happineſs of life depends 
On our diſcretion, and a prudent choice; 
Look into thoſe they call unfortunate, 
And cloſer view'd, you'll find they are unwiſe z 
Some flaw in their own conduct lies beneath, 
And *tis the trick of fools to fave their credit, 
Which brought another language into uſe. 
Don Carlos is of antient, noble blood ; 
And then his wealth might mend a prince's fortune, 
For him the ſun is labouring in the mines, 
A faithful flave, and turning earth to gold: 
His keels are freighted with that ſacred pow'r, 
Dy which ev'n kings and emperors are made. e 
Sir, you have my good wiſhes; and I hope [To Carbs. 
My daugher i is not indiſpos'd to hear you. [Exit lu. 
Car. O Leonora! why art thou in tears? 
Becauſe I am leſs wretched than Iwas? | 
Before your father gave me leave to woo you, 
Huſh'd was your boſom, and your eye ſerene. 
1!) Will you for ever help me to new pains, 
And keep reſerves of torment in your hand, 
To let them looſe on every dawn of joy ? 
Leon. Think you my father too indulgent to me, 
That he claims no dominion o'er my tears: ? 
A daughter ſure may be right dutiful, 
Whoſe tears alone are free from a reſtraint — 
Can. Ah my torn heart 
Leon. Regard not me, my lord; 
| {hull obey my father. 
Car. Diſobey him, 5 
Father than come thus coldly; than c come thus 
Vith abſent eyes, and alienated mien, 


© SuPPring 
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Sutf'ring addreſs, the victim of my love. 

O let me be undone the common way, _, 

And have the common comfort to be pity'd, 

And not be ruin'd in the maſk of bliſs, 

And fo be envy'd, and be wretched too! 

Love calls for Love. Not all the pride of beauty; 

Thoſe eyes, that tell us what the ſun is made of; 
Thoſe lips, whoſe touch is to be bought with life; 

Thoſe hills of driven ſnow, which ſeen are felt: 
All theſe poſſeſt are nought, but as they are 

The proof, the ſubſtance of an inward paſſion, 

And the rich plunder of a taken heart. 


Leon. Alas! my lord, we are too delicate; M 
And when we graſp the happineſs we wiſh'd, Al 
We call on wit to argue it away: He 
A plainer man would not feel half your pains ; - Of 
Bat ſome have too much wiſdom to be happy. I 
Car. Had I known this before, it had been wen: No! 
I had not then ſolicited your father But 
To add to my diſtreſs; as you behave, The 
Your father's kindneſs ſtabs me to the heart. To [ 
Give me your hand—Nay, give it, Leonora: 155 
You give it not; — nay, yet you give OE — Le 
1 raviſh it. 4 
0 


Leon. I pray, my lord, no more. 5 y 
Car. Ah! why fo ad! ? Jou know each 6gh 4 does var 
ſhake me; | 
Sighs there, are tempeſts here. 
L' ve heard, bad men would be unbleſt in heav'n : 
What is my guilt, that makes me ſo with you? 
Have I not languiſh'd proſtrate at thy feet? 
Have I not liv'd whole days upon thy ſight? 
Have I not ſeen thee where thou haſt not been? 
And mad with the idea, claſp'd the wind, N 
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And doated upon nothing ? 
Leon. Court me not, 

Good Carlos, by recounting of my faults, 

And telling how ungrateful I have been : 

Alas! my lord, if talking would prevail, 

I could ſuggeſt much better arguments, 

Than thoſe regards you threw away on me; 

Your valour, honour, wiſdom, prais'd by all: 

But did phyſicians talk our veins to temper, 

And with an argument new ſer a pulſe; 
| Then think, my lord, of reaſoning into love. 

Car. Muſt I then deſpair ? Do not ſhake me thus 

My tempeſt-beaten heart is cold to death : 
Ah! turn, and let me warm me in thy beauties. 
Heav'ns! what a proof I gave, but two nights paſt, 
Of matchleſs love o fling me at thy feet, 
I lighted friendſhip, and I flew from fame; 
Nor heard the ſummons of the next day's battle : 


_ But darting headlong to thy arms, I left 
The promis'd fight; I left Alonzo too, 
10 ſtand the war, and quell a world alone. 
43 [Trumpets. | 
Len The victor comes. My lord, I muſt withdraw. 


Car. And muſt yougo? 
Leon. Why ſhould you wiſh my ſtay ? 

Your friend's arrival will bring comfort to you, 1 
My preſence none; it pains you 1 : - 2 
For both our ſakes, permit me to W LE 

[ Exit Leonora. 1 
Car: Sure, there's no | peril, but in love. O how 
My foes would boaſt to ſee me look ſo pale! 4 


| Enter AroN zo. 
Can Alonzo! _ | 


a? 4 Alon, Carlos! —I am whole again 4 


And 


Claſpt 
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: Claſpt i in thy arms, it makes my heart entire. 
Car. Whom dare I thus embrace? T he conqueror 
of Aﬀrick? 
Alan. Yes, much more; Don Carlos? friend 
The conqueſt of the world would coſt me dear, 
should it beget one thought of diſtance in thee ; ; 
L riſe in virtues to come nearer thee: 5 
I conquer with Don Carlos in my eye; 
And thus I claim my victory” s reward. 
TE mbracing him. 
Car. A viſiory indeed! Your godlike arm 
Has made one ſpot the grave of Africa, 
Such numbers fell; and the ſurvivors fled 
As frighted paſſengers from off the ſtrand, 

When the tempeſtuous ſea comes roaring on them. 
Alon. * [was Carlos conquer'd ; 'twas his cruel chains 
Inflam'd me to a rage unknown before, 

And threw my former actions far behind. 
Car. I love fair Leonora; How I love her . 
But ſtill 1 find (Ik now not how it is) 

Another heart, another ſoul, for thee: 

Thy friendſhip warms, it raiſes, it tranſports 

Like muſic; pure the joy without allay; 
Whoſe very rapture is tranquillity: 

But love, like wine, gives a tumultuous bliſs, 

Heighten'd indeed beyond all mortal pleaſures; 

But ings pangs and madneſs i in the bowl. 


Enter . 


f Zan Manuel, my lord returning from the vort, 
On buſineſs, both of moment and of haſte, 
Humbly begs leave to ſpeak in private with you. 
Car. In private? - Ha—Alonzo, I'll return; 


— 2 
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him. 


chains 
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N 0 buſineſs can detain me ug from thee, 
LExit Carlor. 
Zan. My lord A I obey'd your orders. 
Alon. Will the fair Leonora paſs this way? 
Zan. She will, my lord; and ſoon. 
Alon. Come near me, Zanga 
For I dare open all my heart to. thee. 
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Never was ſuch a day of triumph known! 


There's not a wounded captive in my train, 
That ſlowly follow'd my proud chariot-wheels, 
With half a life, and beggary, and chains, 
But is a god to me: I am moſt wretched. 

In his captivity, thou knew'ſt, Don Carlos, 
My friend, (and never was a friend more dear) 
Deputed me his advocate in love, 

To talk to Leonora's heart, and make 

A tender party in her thoughts, for him. 

W hat did I do? I lov'd myſelf. Indeed, 

One thing there is might leſſen my offence _ 


(It fuch offznce admits of being lefſen'd) , 


I thought him dead; for (by what fate I know not) 
His letters never reach'd me. 


Zan. | Afide.} Thanks to Zanga, 
Who thence contriv'd that evil which has happen d. 
Aion. Yes, curs'd of heav'n! I Io aptly and 


now, 


In a late aftion reſcued from the Moors, 9 
I have brought home my rival in my friend. 


Zan. We hear, my lord, chat in that action too, 
Your interpoſing arm preſerv'd his life. 

Alon. It did —with more than the expence of mine; | 
For, O! this day is mention'd for their nuptials. 


But ſee, ſhe comes—T'll take my leave, and die. 
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zan. [Aſide.] Hadſt thou a thouſand lives, y 
death would pleaſe me. 
Unhappy fate! My country overcome; 
My fix years hope of vengeance quite expir'd 


Would nature were I will not fall alone; 


But others' groans ſhall tell the world wy death. 


Enter LEONORA. 


Ib. When nature ends with anguiſh like to this, 

Sinners ſhall take their laſt leave of the _, 

And bid the light adieu. | 

Ten. The mighty conqueror 

Diſmay'd! I thought you gave the foe your frets 

Alu. O cruel inſult ! are:thoſe tears your ſport, 
Which nothing but a love for you could draw ? 

Alfrick I quell d, in hope by that to purchaſe 

Your leave to figh unſcorn'd; but I complain not; 

* Twas but a world; and you are — Leonora. 


Lan. That paſſion, which you boaſt of, is your guilt; 


A treaſon to your friend. You think mean of me, 
To plead your crimes as motives of my love. 


Alon. You, Madam, ought to thank thoſe crimes. 1 


you blame; FU 
I Tis they permit you to be thus 2 ROWE ”— 
Without the cenſure both of earth and heav' ene 
1 fondly thought a laſt look might be kind. 
Farewel for ever. —'This ſevere behaviour 
Has, to my comfort, made it ſweet to die. 
Leon. LAſide.] Farewel for ever | — Sweet to die! 
Oben! 
Alonzo, ſtay ; you muſt not thus eſcape me; 
But hear your guilt at large. 
Alon. O Leonora! 
* cou ld I do! In duty to * friend, 


: I ſaw 


It 


Its. © 


ſaw 


1 ſaw you; and to ſee is to admire : 
For Carlos did I plead, and moſt ſincerely ; 
Witneſs the thouſand agonies it coſt me: 


IT often figh'd ; 3 Nay, wept ; but could not help it; 
And ſure it is no crime to be in pain | 


What would you more? Am I not moſt undone ? 


When life is fled; moſt barbarous and unjuſt. 


It might be ſo 
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You know I did; I fought but your eſteem ; 
If that is guilt, an angel had been guilty: 


But grant my crime was great, I'm greatly curs'd. 
This uſage is like ſtamping on the murder'd, 


Leon. [ Going. ] If from your you none ME but 
yourſelf, 


-Pwd, 

Alon. Who ſuffers with me? 

Leon. Enjoy your ignorance, and let me 90. 

Alon. Alas! what is there I can fear to know, 
Since [I already know your hate? Your actions 
Have long ſince told me that. = 

Leon. They flatter'd you. 

Alon. How? Flatter'd me! 

Leon. O ſearch in fate no further! 

J hate thee, O Alonzo! How I hate thee! 

Alon. Indeed ! and do you weep for hatred too ? 
O what a doubtful torment heaves my heart l 
I hope it moſt—and yet I dread it more, 5 
Should it be ſo; ſhould her tears flow from thence. 5 
How would my ſoul blaze up in extaſy! ?! 
Ah, no! How fink into the depth of horrors ! 

| Leon. Why would you force my ftay? 
Alan. What mean theſe tears? 


Leon. I weep by chance; nor have my tears 2 
meaning 


But, 0! ! when I firſt fav Alonzo' s tears, 
3 I knew 


Fe * 
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I knew their meaning well. 
[Alonzo falls paſſi onately on his knees, and takes ber 
hand. 
Alon. Heavens, what | is this? That excellence for 
which 155 
Deſire was planted in the heart of man; 
Virtue's ſupreme reward on this ſide heav'n; 
The cordial of my ſoul ! and this deſtroys me 
Indeed I flatter*'d me that thou didſt hate. 
Leon. Alonzo, pardon me the injury 
Of loving you: I ſtruggled with my paſſion, 
And ſtruggled long; let that be ſome excuſe. 


Alon. Unkind! You know 1 think your love a 1 


3 bleſſing 
Beyond all human bleflings, tis the price 

Of ſighs and groans, and a whole year of dying: 
But O the curſe of curſes 0 * rend! 

"Leon. Als? + + 

Alun. What ſays my love! Ee speak, Leonora. 

Leon. Was it for you, my lord, to be fo ns 
In finding out objections to our love? 
_ Think you ſo ſtrong my love, or weak my virtue, 
It was unſafe to leave that part to me? 


Alon. Is not the day then fix'd for your eſ poufals "> 


Laon. Indeed, my ker once had thought that 
way 

But marking how the marriage pain in'd my heart, 
Long he ſtood doubtful; but at laſt refolv'd d 
| Your counſel, which determines him 1 in all, 
Should finiſh the debate. 
Aubin. O agony ! 
Muſt I not only loſe ber, but be made 
| nes the infrumene ? Not only die, 


But 
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But phmge the dagger in my heart myſelf ? 


Ibis is retining on calamity. 


Len. What! do you tremble, leſ you ſhould be 
mine? 
For what elſe can you tremble? Not for that 
My father places in your power to alter. 
Alon. What's in my power —0 yes, | to ſtab my 
„ Wiend?- -- 
Leon. To ſtab your friend were barbarous indeed 
Spare him and murder me I own, Alonzo, 
You may well wonder at ſuch words at theſe; 


I ſtart at them myſelf; they fright my nature: 


Great is my fault; but blame not me alone: 
Give him a little blame, who took ſuch ous. 


To make me guilty. 
Alon. Yorment! CAſier. a oy Leonor ſeats 


Leam O my ſhame! 
I ſue, and fue in vain; it is moſt Juſt: 


When women ſue, they ſue to be deny'd. 


You hate me, you deſpiſe me: You do well: 
For what I've done, I hate and ſcorn myſelf. 


O night fall on me! I ſhall bluſh to death. 


Alon. Firſt perith all. 
Leon. Say ; what have you reſolv'd ? 4 
My father comes; what anſwer will you give him? 


Alon. What anſwer ? Let me look upon that face, | 


And read it there Devote thee to another! 

Nat to be borne! A ſecond look undoes me. 
Leon. And why undo you? Is it then, my lord, 

So terrible to yield to your own wiſhes, 

Becauſe they happen to concur with mine? 

Cruel] to take ſuch pains to win a heart, 


Which you was conſcious yUs muſt break with part- bY 


ing. 


T3 . Alon. 
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Alon. [ Runs and embraces ber.] No, Leonora; I am 


thine for ever, 


In ſpite of Carlos — Ha ! Who's that ? My friend! . 


[Stari avide fr cm Jen. 


Alas! I ſee him pale ; I hear his groans: 
He foams, he tears his hair, he raves, he bleeds; 
(know him by myſelf) he dies diſtracted. 
Leon. How dreadful to be cut from what we love] 
Alon. Ah! ſpeak no more. 

Leon. And ty'd to what we hate ! 

Al. QOh1---- 

Leon. Is it poſſible? 
Ahn. Death! | 

Lean. Can you? 
An Oh — 

Yes, take a limb; but let my virtue ſcape. 
Alas my ſoul, this moment I die for thee, 


Lon. And are you td then for virtue's ſake ? 
How often: have =_ ſworn | ? But go. for ever. — 


Scooongc. 


An. Heart of my heart, and > of my joy ! 


Wha art thou O, I'm thine, and thine for ever! 


The groans of friend ſhip ſhall be heard no more; 
For whatſoever crimes I can commit, 
I've felt the pains already. 
Leon. Hold, Alonzo; 
And hear a maid, whom doubly thou haſt conquer 4. 
I love thy virtue, as I love thy per ſon; 
 AndI adore thee for the pain it gave me: 
But as I felt the pain, I'll reap the fruit; 
I'll ſhine out in my turn, and ſhew the world 
Thy great example was not loſt upon me. 
Be it enough, that I have once been guilty ; 


[ Breaks away. 
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In ſight of ſuch a pattern, to perſiſt, 
Ill ſuirs a perſon honour'd with your love. 


My other titles to that. bliſs are weak 3 


I muſt deſerve it by refuſing it: 
Thus then I tear thee from my hopes for ever. 


Shall I contribute to Alonzo's crimes ! 


No, though the life-blood guſhes from my heart. 


You ſhall not be aſham'd of Leonor, ́ 
Or, that late time may put our names together. 


_ Nay, never ſhrink ; take back the bright example 


\ 


| You lately lent: O take it while you may; 


While I can give it you, and be immortal. [Eli 
Alon. She's gone, and J thall fee that face no 
more; 


But pine in abſence, and till death adore, 


When with cold dew my fainting brow is hung, 
And my eyes darken, from my fault'ring tongue 
Her name will tremble in a feeble moan, 
And Lore, with Fate, divide my dying groan. 


(| 
| 
] 
1 


Enter MANUEL and Zax c. 
| ZANGA. 


Ir this be true, Icannot blame your pain 
For wretched Carlos: *tis but human in vou. 


But when arriv'd your diſmal news? 


Man. This hour. 
Zan. What, not a veſſel ard 


E 4 05 . Man, 
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Man. All, all, the ſtorm 

Devour'd; and now, o' er his late envy'd fortune, 

The dolphins bound, and wat'ry mountains 2 

Triumphant in his ruin. 1 

Zan. Is Alvarez 5 
Determin'd to deny his daughter to him? 

That treaſure was on ſhore; muſt that too join 

The common wreck ? 

Man. Alvarez plead; indeed, 

That Leonora's heart is diſinclin'd, 

And pleads that only; ſo it was this morning, 


VV hen he concurr'd : The tempeſi broke the match, 


And ſunk his favour, when it ſunk the gold: 
The love of gold is double in the heart; 
The vice of age, and of Alvarez too. 

Zan. How does Don Carlos bear 1 i? 2 
Man. Like a man, | 
| Whoſe heart feels moſt a human hows can \ feet, 

And reaſons beſt a human head can reaſon. 
Zan. But is he then in abſolute deſpair ? 
Man. Never to ſee his Leonora more; 
And, quite to quench all future hope, Alvarez 
Urges Alonzo to eſpouſe his daughter 
T his very day; for he has learnt their loves. 

Zan. Ha! was not that receiv'd with extaſy 
Py Don Alonzo? 

Man. Yes, at firſt ; but 1 RD 
A damp came o'er him; it would kill his friend.” 


Zan. Not if his friend ag and ſince now = 


p He can't himſelf eſpouſe her 
Man Yet to aſk it . N 
Has ſomething ſhocking to a generous ind; 


At leaſt Alonzo's ſpirit ſtartles at it. e 


Wide is the diſtance between our deſpair, 


And, 


A 
B 


— 
— 
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And giving up a miſtreſs to another, 


But I muſt leave you. Carlos wants laren 


In his ſevere atlliction. | 8 . [Exit Manuel. 


Zan. Ha! it dawns 


It riſes to me like a new-found world 


To mariners long time diſtreſs'd at ſea, 


Sore from a ſtorm, and all their viands ſpent ;— 


Or like the ſun juſt riſing out of chaos, 


Some dregs of ancient night not quite purg'd of 3 
But I ſhall finiſh it—Ho! Ifabella! 


[Enter Vobellg. 


A thought of dying 3 better things come forward; 


Vengeance is ſtill alive; from her dark covert, 
With all her ſnakes erect upon her creſt, 


She ſtalks in view, and fires me with her charms.. 


When, Iſabel, arriv'd Don Carlos here? 


Ha. Two nights ago. 
Zan. That was the very night 


Before the battle—Memory, ſet down that; ; 
It has the effence of a crocodile, | 
Though yet but in.the hell—Pll give it birch—- 
What time did he return? 


La. At midnight. 
Zan. SOw— 


* 


Say, did he ſee, that night, his Leonora: 


Ja. No, my good lord. 
Zan. No matter Tell me, woman, 


B not Alonzo rather brave than cautious 

Honeſt than ſubtle ; above fraud bhimſelf; 

Slow therefore to ſuſpect. it in another? 
. Lou beſt. can judge; but ſo the world thinks of 


= 5 
Zan. Why that is well—— Go fetch my tablets: 

„ RT” Eeit Jabella. 

e Tw] ].ẽv 
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Two niglits ago, my father's ſacred ſhade 
Thrice ſtalk d around my bed, and ſmibd upon me z 
| He ſmil'd, a. joy then little underſtood 
It mult be ſfo——and if fo, it is vengeannce 
Worth waking of the dead for. 

[ Re-enter Iſabella av ith the tablets. Zunga wy tes, then. 
reads a as to hi elf 


Thus it ſtands 


The father's fixt — Don Cartos cunnot wed 
Alonzo may—but that will hurt his friend 
Nor can he aſk his leave If he did, 
He might not gain It is hard to give : 
Our own conſent to ills, tho' we muſt bear them 
Were it not then a maſter- piece, worth all 
The wiſdom I can boaſt, firſt to perſuade. 
Alonzo to requeſt it of his friend, 
His friend to grant -— then, from that very grant,, 
The ſtrongeſt proof of friendſhip-man can give, 
( And other motives) to work out a cauſe 
Of jealouſy, to rack Alonzo's peace? 
I have turn'd o'er. the catalogue of woes, 
Which ſting the heart of man, and find r none equal: 
It is the Hydra of. calamities:. . 
The ſeven-fold death: The jealous a are the damu'd. 
O jealouſy, each other-paſſion's calm 
Jo thee, thou conflagration of the ſoul! 
Ihhou king of torments!. thou grand counterpoize 
For all the tranſports beauty can inſpire! 
I Jja. Alonzo comes this way. 
Zan. Mott opportunely. 


Withdraw ——Ye {ubtle Demons, which refide- 


Exit Vabella. 
10 n and do your work with bows and lmides, : 


bal little engin'ry, more miſchievous _ 


Than 


nal : 


abel As 
les, 


Than 
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Than fleets and armies, and the cannon's Ander, 

Teach me to look a lye; give me your maze 

Of gloomy. thought, and intricate deſign, 

To catch the man I hate, and then devour. 
Enter ALONZO. 


My lord, I give you joy. 


Alon. Of what, good Zanga? 

Zan. Is not the lovely Leonora yours? 
Alon. What will become of Carlos? 

Zan, He's your friend; 


And ſince he can't eſpouſe the fair himſelf; 


Will take ſome comfort from Alonzo's fortune. 
Alon. Alas! thou little know'ſt the force of love; 
Eove reigns a ſultan with unrivall'd ſway, 

Puts all relations, friendſhip's ſelf, to death, 


If once he's jealous of it. I love Carlos; 


Yet well I know what pangs I felt this morning, 


At his intended nuptials: For myſelf 
Ethen felt pains, which now for him I feel. 


Zan. You will not wed her then! | 
Alon. Not inſtantly: 


Tnfult his broken heart the very moment |! q 
Zan. I underſtand you; But you'll wed hereafter, 


When your friend's gone, and his firſt yu aflwag'd?* 


Alon. Am I to blame for that? 
Zan. My lord, I love 


Vour very errors 3- they are born from virtue: 


Your friendſhip (and what nobler paſſion claims 


Ihe heart?) does lead your blindneſs to your ruin. 
Conſider, wherefore did Alvarez break 


Don Carlos' match, and wherefore urge Alonzo's? 
nl. the ſame cauſe; the love of wealth: To 


_  morrow 
May ſce Alonzo in Don Carlos fortune ; 


E 6 A - bi 2h ext 
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A higher bidder is a better friend ; 
And there are princes ſigh for Leonora. 


When your friend's gone, FORM wed; why then _ 85 


cauſe 
Which gives you 1 now, will ceaſe. 
Carlos has loſt her; ſhould you loſe her too, 
Why then you heap new torments on your friend, 
By that reſpe& which labour'd to relieve him — 
*Tis well; heis diſturb'd; it makes him pauſe.. [A4/ide. 
Alan. Think ſt thou, my Zanga, _— I aſk Don 
n 
His goodneſs will conſent that I ſhould wed her 2 
Zan. I know it would. 
Alon. But then the cruelty 
To aſk it; and for me to aſk it of bim! 


Zan. Methinks, you are ſevere upon your n 1 8 


Who was it gave him liberty and life? 
Alon. That is the very reaſon which forbids i it: 
Were I a ſtranper, I could freely ſpeak : 
In me, it ſo reſembles a demand, 
Sg of a debt, it ſhocks my nature. 
Zan. My lord, you know the fad alternative. 
Is Leonora worth one pang or not ? 

It hurts not me, my lord, but as I love you 
Warmly as yon, wiſh Don Carlos well ; 
But I am likewiſe Don Alomo's friend: 

| There all the difference lies between us two: 

In me, my lord, you hear another ſelf, 
And, give me leave to add, a better too, 
Clear'd from thoſe errors, which, chough a oy 
Are ſuch as may hereafter give you pain. 


Don Copex of Caſtile would not demur thus. 


Alon. Feriſh the name + "What! ſacriſice n | 
Ta 


- 
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To age and illneſs, becauſe ſet in gold? 
Jl! to Don Carlos, if my heart will let me: 
have not ſeen him ſince his ſore affliction ; 
But ſhunn'd.it, as too terrible to bear: 
How ſhall T bear it now? I'm ſtruck. already. 
[Exit Alenzge. 

Zan. Half my work is done. I muſt ſecure 
Don Carlos, ere Alonzo ſpeaks with him. 

Ze gives a meſſage to a ſervant, then returns. 
Proud, hated Spain oft drench'd in Moorith blood 
Doſt thou not feel a deadly foe within thee? | 
Shake not thy tow'rs-where-c'er I paſs along, 
Conſcious of ruin, and their great deſtroyer? 

Shake tothe centre, if Alonzo's dear. 

Look down, O holy prophet! ſee me torture 

This Chriſtian dog, this infidel, which dares 

To ſmite thy votaries, and ſpurn thy law ;. 

And yet hopes pleaſure from two radiant eyes, 

Which look as they were lighted up for thee ! 

Shall he enjoy thy. paradife below? 

Blaſt the bold thought, and curſe him with her 
___ charms. — 


But ſee the melancholy 1 


Eater Don CaRLos-. 

Car. Hope, thou. haſt told me lies from day to tay, 
For more than twenty years; uile promiſer ! 
None here are happy, but the very fool, 

Or very wiſe . and I want: fool enough, 

To ſmile in vanities, and hug + ſhadow; | 

Nor have L wiſdom. 40 elaborate 1 

An artificial happineſs. from pain: | 

Ev'n joys are pains, becauſe they cannot lat [Sigh 


vet much is talk'd of bliſs; it is the art 
Jef ſuch as have the world in their poſſeſſion, 


0 
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To give it a good name, that fools may 7+ 
For envy to ſmall minds is flattery. 9 
How many lift the head, look gay, and ſmile, 
Againſt their conſcience? And this we know; 
Yet knowing, diſbelieve; and try again 
What we have try'd, and ſtruggle with convictions 
Each new experience gives the former credit, 
And reverend grey Threeſcore is but a voucher, 
That Thirty told us true. 
Zan. y noble lord, 
I mourn your fate: But are no hopes ſurviving | $ 
Car. No hopes. Alvarez has a heart of ſteel ; 
*Tis fixt; tis paſt; *tis abſolute deſpair. 
Zan. You wanted not to have your heart made 
. tender 
By your own pains, to feel a mend diſtreſs. 
Car. I underſtand — . Alonzo loves; f 
E pity him. 8 
Zan. I dare be ſs worn you * 
Yet he has other thoughts. 
: Car. What canſt thou mean? 
Zan. Indeed he has; and fears to aſk a favour, 
A ſtranger from a ſtranger might requeſt; 
| What coſts you Nothing, yet is All to him: 
Nay, what indeed will to your glory add; 
For nothing more than wiſhing your friend well. 
Car. I pray be plain: His happineſs is mine. 
Zan. He loves to death; but ſo reveres his friend, 
He can't perſuade his- heart to wed the maid, 
Without your leave, and that he fears to afk 
In perfect tenderneſs: I urg'd him to it, 
Knowing the deadly ſickneſs of his heart, 
Vour overfigwing goodneſs to your friend, 


Your wiſdom, and deſpair yourſelf to wed her; 
Lwrung 


iend, 


Wwrung 
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J wrung a promiſe from him he would try; 
And now I come a mutual friend to both, 
Without his privacy, to let you know it, 
And to prepare you- kindly to receive him. 
Car. Ha if he weds, I am. undone indeed: 
Not Don Alvarez” ſelf. can: then relieve me. 
Zan Alas! my lord, you know his heart.is Heel a 
'Tis jix'd! "tis paſt! *Tis abſolute deſpair. 
Car. O cruel. heav'n ! and is it not enough 
That I muſt never, never ſee her more? 
Say, is it-not enough that I muſt die; 
But muſt I be tormented in the grave? | 
A ſk my conſent !—Muſt I-then give her to him? 
Lead to his nuptial ſheets the bluſhing maid ? 


LIE. 


O! Leonora! never, never, never 


Zan. LAſide.] A ſtorm, of plagues upon bios? He 
ES, 
Car. What! wed her!—and to-day? 
Zan. To-day or never: 


To-morrow may ſome wealthier lover bring, 
And then Alonzo is thrown out like you; 


Then whom ſhall he condemn for his misfortune t: 
Carlos is an Alvarez to his love. 


Car. Otorment! whither ſhall I turn 2. 
Zan. To peace. 


Car. Which is the way ? 
Zan. His happineſs is yours 


I dare not. diſbelieve you. 


Car. Kill my friend! 
Or worſe! Alas! and can there be a worſe * 
A worſe there is! nor can my nature bear it. 
Zan. Lou have convinc'd me, tis a dreadful taſk. 


I find Alonzo's quitting her this morning, 
| he Garlep ſake, in 2 tenderneſs to you, 


Betr ay'd. 
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Betray'd me to believe it lefs ſevere 
Than I perceive it is. —— 
Car. Thou doſt upbraid 1 me. 
. No, my good lord; but fince you can't comply, 
Tis my misfortune that I mention'd it; 
For had I not, Alonzo would indeed 
Have dy'd, as now ; but not by your decree. 
Car. By my decree! Dol decree his death? 
E do: Shall I then lead her to his arms? 
Q! which file ſhall L take? be ſtabbd? or —ſtab? 
Tis equal death, a choice of agonies.——— Ars 
Ah, no! all other agonies are caſe. 
To one — 0 Leonora -N'ever, never 5 
60, Zauga, go; defer the dreadful trial, He 


Thougli but a day; ſomething perchance may happen Lo 
To ſoften all to friendihip, and to love: W 
Go; ſtop my friend; let me not ſee him now; 1 


5 But ſave us from an interview of death. 1 
Zan. My lord, Pm bound in duty to-obey you Al 


If I not bring hin, may Alonzo proſper! [Afede.. 5 
a Exit Zanga. q 

Car. What is this world ru ſchool, O miſery! F _.. 
Our only leſſon is to learn to ſuffer; Alc 
And he who. knows not that, was born for nothing, Co 
Tho' deep my pangs, and heavy at my heart, I w 
My comfort is, each. moment takes away | But 
A grain at leaſt from the dead load that's on mes. On 
And gives a nearer proſpect of the grave. An 
But put it moſt ſeverely—ſhould 1 live Ho 
Live long—Alas ! there is no length in time; — 1 
Not in thy time, Oman] What's fourſcore years? The 
Nay, what indeed the age of time itſelt, Aly 
Singe cut from out eternity's wide round? Felt 
Away then. To a mind . * Wh 


— 


ly, 
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here is an impotence i in miſery, 

Which makes me ſmile, when all its ſhafts are in me. 

Yet Leonora She can make time long; 

Its nature alter, as ſhe alter'd mine; i 
While in the luſtre of her charms I lay, 


Whole ſummer ſuns roll'd unperceiv'd away ; 


I years for days, and days for moments told, 
And was ſurpriz'd to hear that I grew old ; 
Now fate does rigidly i its. dues regain, 

And ev'ry moment is an age of pain. 


As be is going out, Enter ZANGA and ALONZ0, ZANE 10 
Hop, CakLos | 


Zan. Is this Don Carlos? This the boaſted friend? 
How can you turn your back upon his ſadneſs? 


Look on him; and then leave him, if you can. 
Whoſe ſorrows thus depreſs him? Not his own: 
This moment he could wed. without your leave. 
Car. I cannot yield, nor can I bear his griefs. 

Alonzo? _ * to him and "taking Bis bands = 

Alan. O Carlos! 5 

Car. Pray, forbear. 

Alon. Art thou undone, and ſhall Atonzo ſmile? 


Alonzo.! who perbaps in ſome degree 


Contributed to cauſe thy dreadful fate? 

I was deputed guardian of thy love; _—_ 

But, O: I lov'd myſelf. Pour down, AfiiFions.! 

On this devoted head; make me your mark; 

And be the world by my example taught, 

How ſacred. it ſhould hold the name of friend? _ 
Car. You cl yourſelf unjuſtly ; well I know 

The only cauſe of my fevere affliction. 
Alvarez, curs'dAlvarez—So. much anguiſh, 

Felt for ſo ſmall a failure, is one merit 


Which — wants... The crime was mine, 
„ Wa 
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Who nNac'd thee there, where only thou could'ſt fail; 


Though well I know that dreadful poſt of honour 

J gave thee to maintain. Ah! who could bear 
"Thoſe eyes nnhnrt * The wounds myſelf have felt, 
Which wounds alone ſhould cauſe me to condemn 


thee; ---- 
They vlead in thy excuſe; for I too ſtrove 5 


To ſhun thoſe fires, and found 'twas not in man. 
Alm Yon caſt in ſhades the failure of a friend, 
| And ſoften all: but think not you deceive me: 
I know my guilt; and I implore your pardon, 
As the ſnle glimpſe I can obtain of peace. 

Car. Pardon for him who, but this morning threw 
Fair Leonora from his heart, all bath'd 
In ceaſeleſs tears, and bluſhing with her love? 
Who, like a roſe leaf, wet with morning dew, 
Would have ſtuck cloſe, and clung for ever there ? 
Bnt *twas in thee, through fondneſs to thy tiend, 
To ſhut thy boſom againſt ecſtafies; 
For which, whilſt this pulſe beats, it beats to thee; 
While this blood flows, it flows for my Alonzo, 
And every wiſh is levell'd at thy joy. 
un. [To Alonzo.] My lord, my lord, this is your 

time to ſpeak. 
Alon. Te Zanga. Becauſe he' $ kind ? It therefore 
is the worſe! 
For 'tis his kindneſs which I fone to hurt: 
Shall the ſame moment ſee him ſink in woes, 

And me providing for a flood of joys, 
Rich in the plunder of his happineſs? 
No; I may die; but I can never ſpeak. 


Car. [Afide.s Now, now it comes they are con- 
-.-. certing it'; 


The firſt word dalle. me dead 0 Leonoral | 


And 


Arew 


con- 


And 
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And fhall another taſte her fragrant breath? 
Who knows wat after-time may bring to paſs ? 
Fathers may change, and I may wed her ſtill. 
Alon. [To Zanga.] Do I not ſee him your poſſeſs d 
with anguiſh, 
Which, like a dæmon, writhes him to and fro; 3 
And ſhall I pour in new? No, fond deſire; 
No, love! One pang at parting, and farewel : 
I have no other love but Carlos now _ 
Car. Alas, my friend ! why, with ſuch. eager 3 
Doſt preſs my hand, and weep upon my cheek ? 
Alon. If, after death, our forms (as ſome believe) 
Shall be tranſparent, naked every thought, 


And friends meet friends, and read each other's hearts, | 


Thou'lt know, one : day, that thou waſt held moſt dear. 5 
Farewel. 
Can. Alonzo, ftay—He cannot "RED T Hold; TY 
Leſt it ſhould grieve me — Shall I be outdone ! 
And loſe in glory, as I loſe in love? _ 7 
I take it much unkindly, my Alonzo, 
You think ſo meanly of me, not to ſpeak, - 
When, well I know, your heart is near to burſting. 
Have you forgot how you have bound me to you? 


Your ſmalleſt friendſhip's liberty and life. 


Alon. There, there it is, my —_— it cuts x me 
the. | 
How dreadful is it, to a generous mind, 


To aſk, when ſure it cannot be deny'd! 


Car. How greatly thought! In all he to w'rs above 
me. | [4/ de. 
17 hen you conkeli you would alk ſomething of me. 
Alon. No, on my ſoul. 
Zan. [To Almzo.] Then loſe her. 


Car. Glorious ſpirit! 1 
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Why, what a pang has he run through for this! 
By heaven, [ envy. him his agonies. 
Why was not mine the moſt illuſtrious lot, 


Of ſtarting at one action from below, 


And flaming up into conſummate greatneſs ? 


Ha! Angels ſtrengthen me! It thall be fo 
I can't want ſtrength. Great aCtions, once conceiv'd, 


Strengthen like wine and animate the foul, 
And call themſelves to being. [Afide.} My Alonzo! 
vince thy great ſoul diſdains to make requeſt, 


Receive with favour that I make to thee. 


Alon. What means my Carlos ? 
Car. Pray obſerve me well: 


Fate and Alvarez tore her from my heart; 
And, plucking up my love, they had well nigh 
Pluck'd up life too; for they were twin'd together 
Of that no more — What now does reaſon bid? 
J cannot wed ——Farewel my happineſs; 
But, O my ſoul! with care provide for hers: | 
In life, how weak, how helpleſs, is a woman! 


Soon hurt, in happinefs itſelf unſafe, 
And often wounded, while ſhe plucks the roſes 


So properly the object of affliftion, 
That heavinis pleas'd to make diſtreſs become ber, 
And dreſſes her moſt amiably i it tears. 

Take then my heart in dowry with the fair ; 


Be thou her guardian, and thou muſt be mine; 
Shut out the thouſand preſſing ils of life 


With thy ſurrounding arms Do this; and then 
Set down the liberty and life thou gav'ſt me 


As little things, as effays of thy goodneſs, 
And rudiments of friendſhip ſo divine. 
Alan. There is a grandeur in thy goodneſs to me, 


Which with thy foes would render thee ador d: 


But 
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But have a care; nor think I can be please d 
With any thing that lays in pains for thee: 
Thou dot diflemble, and thy heart's in tears. 


Car. My heart's in health, my ſpirits dance their 
round, 


And at my eye a. looks out in ſmiles. 
Alon. And canit thou, canſt thou part with Leonora? 
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I, Car. 1 do not part with her; 1 give her thee, - 
Alon. O Carlos 
Car. Don't diſtruſt me; I'm ſincere; 


Nor is it more than ſimple juſtice in me: 

This morn didſt thou reſign her for my ſake; 
but perform a virtue learnt from thee; 

Diſcharge a debt, and Pay her to thy wiſhes. 


Alon. Ah! how ?— But think not words werd 
1 ever made | 


rs For ſuch occaſions: Silence, tears, 1 5 
Are languid eloquence: Fll ſeek relief e 
In abſence from the pain of ſo much goodneſs; 
There thank the bleſt above, thy ſole ſuperiors, 
Adore, and raiſe my thoughts of them by thee. ¶ Exit. 
Zan. [| Afide.) Thus far fuccels. has crown nd my 
dolce hopes © LE 
My next care is to haſten theſe new 1 
er, And then my maſter-works begin to play. 
Why chat was greatly done, without one figh [Fs Car. 
To carry ſuch a glory to its period. 1 
Car. Too ſoon thou praiſcſt me, He's bone, and | 
now 2 
1 1 unſluice my over-burden 'd FO, 75 
And let it flow: I would not grieve my friend 
With tears, nor interrupt my great deſign; 
Ireat, ſure, as ever human breaſt durſt think of. 
But now my ſorrows, long with pain ſuppreſt, 


Burt 


But 
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Burſt their con ſinement with impetuous ſwax, 
O'erſwell all bounds, and bear e'en life away: 
So. till the day was won, the Greek renown'd, 
With anguith wore the arrow in his wound 
Then drew the thaft from ont his tortur'd ſide, 
Let Bann the torrent of his blood, and dy'd. 


ACT II. SCENE I. 
Enter ZANGA and ISABELLA. 

| 21418 1. 

; O Joy, thou welcome ſtranger! twice three years 

: I have not felt thy vital beam; but now _ 
It warms my veins, and plays around my heart; 

A fiery inſtinct lifts me from the ground, 
And I could mount The ſpirits numberleſs 
Of my dear countrymen, which yeſterday _ 
Left their poor bleeding bodies on the field, 

Are all aſſembled here, and o'er inform me 

O bridegroom! great indeed thy preſent bliſs ; 

| Yet ev'n by me unenvy'd; for be ſure 

It is thy laſt, thy laſt ſmile, that which nor 

Sits on thy cheek; enjoy it whilſt thou may'ſt ; 


 Anguith, and groans, and 4, belpeak to-morrow. 


My Ifabetla! 
Ia. What commands mo Moor! 5 
Zan. My fair ally my lovely miniſter! 


. en well Alvarez, by my arts impell'd, 


(To pl unge Don Carlos ir in the laſt deſpair, 


[1 TXEUNS, 
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And ſo prevent all future moleſtation) 
Finith'd the nuptials ſoon as he reſolv'd them; 
This conduct ripen'd all for me, and ruin. 
Scarce had the prieſt the holy rite perform'd, 
When I, by ſacred inſpiration, forg'd 
That letter, which, in glowing terms, conveys, 
From happy Carlos to fair Leonora, 
The moſt profound acknowlegement of heart 
For wond rous tranſports, which he never knew, 
This is a good ſubſervient artifice, 
To aid the nobler workings of my brain. 

I/a. I quickly dropt it in the bride” S apartment, 
As you commanded. _ 

Zan. With a lucky hand; 
For ſoon Alonzo found it. I obſerv'd him 
From out my ſecret ſtand: He took it up; 
But ſcarce was it unfolded to his ſight, 
When he, as if an arrow pierc'd his eye, 
Started, and, trembling, dropt it on the ground. 
Pale nd aghaſt awhile my victim ſtood, 
Diſguis'd a figh or two, and puff'd them from kims 


Irhen rubb'd his brow, and took it up again: 
At firſt he look'd as if he meant to read it; 


But, check'd by riſing fears, he cruſh'd it thus; 
And thruſt it, like an adder, in his boſom. 
Iſa. But if he read it not, it cannot ſting bim; 
At leaſt not mortally. | 
Zan. At firſt I thought it ſo: 
But farther thought informs me otherwiſe, 
ind turns this diſappointment to account. 
He more ſhall credit it, becauſe unſeen, | 
Ulf 'tis unſeen) as thou anon may'ſt find. 
La. That would indeed commend my Zanga' $ Kill, 
Zan, This, Iſabella, is Don Carlos' picture; 
Rs : ug Take 
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Take it, and ſo diſpoſe of it, that, found, 
It may riſe up a witneſs of her love, 


Under her pillow, in her cabinet, 


Or elſewhere, as ſhall beſt promote our end. 
Ta. TN weigh it as its conſequence requires; 

Then do my utmoſt to deſerve your ſmile. Exit Ia. 
Zan. Is that Alonzo proſtrate on the ground 


Now he ſtarts up like flame from fleeping embers, 
And wild diſtraction glares from either eye. 

If thus a flight ſurmiſe can work his ſoul, 

Z How will the fulneſs of the tempeſt tear him: 


Enter ALONZO. 
| Alon. And yet it cannot bel am deceiv d 
11 injure her: She wears the face of heav'n. 
Zan. [Afide.) He doubts. 
Alon. I dare not look on this again: 85 
If the firſt glance, which gave ſuſpicion only, 


Had ſuch effect, ſo ſmote my heart and brain, 


The certainty would daſh me all to pieces. 


It cannot Hal it moſt, it muſt be true. [Starts. 


Zan. CA. Hold thens, and we ſuceeed. He has 
deſcry'd me, ; 


And (for he thinks L love him) will unfold | 
His aching heart, and reſt it on my counſel. 
Vil ſeem to go, to make my ſtay more ſure, 


| Alon. Hold, Zanga; turn. 
Zan. My lord. 
Alen. Shut cloſe the * 

That not a ſpirit find an entrance here. 
Zan. My tord's obey'd. 
Alon. I ſee that thou art frighted . 
If thou doſt love me, I ſhall fill thy heart 
With ſcorpions ſtings. 
Zan, If I do love, wy lord! 


Cu 


it fa. 


Starts. 
Te has 


Al 
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Alen. Come near me; let me reſt upon thy boſom; 
(What pillow like the boſom of a friend ) 
For I am ſick at heart. 
Zan. Speak, Sir, O ſpeak, 
And take me from the rack. 
Alen. And is there need 
Of words? Behold a wonder! See my tears! 
ran. I feel them too: : Heav' n grant my ſenles falt 
me! 


I rather would loſe them, than have this real. 
Alon. Go, take a round W all things in thy 


thou ght, 


And find that one; for there i is only one 


Which could extort my tears; find that, and tell 
Thyſelf my mis'ry, and ſpare me the pain. 

Zan. Sorrow can think but il—I am bewilder'd g | 
I know not where I am. 

Alon. Think, think no more; 


It ne'er can enter in an honeſt heart. 


FIl tell thee then — l cannot — Let I do, 
By wanting force to give it utterance. 


Zan. Speak; eaſe your heart; its throbs will break 


your boſom. 
Alan. I am moſt happy; mine is vidory, 
Mine the king's favour, mine the nation's ſhout, 


And great men make their fortunes of my ſmiles. 


O curle of curſes! in the lap of bleſſing 


To be moſt curſt!- My Leonora 8 elle! 
Zan. Save me, my lord. 
Alon. My Leonora's falſe. COiver his a ſetter. 


zan. Then heav'n has loſt its image here on earth. 


[VG ile Zanga reads the letter, he trembles, and forms the : 


m en 


5 | 
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Alm. Good-natur 6 man 1 He makes my pains his 


own. 
durſt not read i it; but I read it now 
In thy concern. | 
Zan. Did you not read it then? 
Aion. Mine eve juſt touch d it, and 2 Dear ne 
W 
a. (Trg the letter. Thus periſh all that t gives 
Alonzo pain. | 
Alon. Why didſt thou tear it ? 
Zan. Think of it no more: 
* [was your miſtake, and groundleſs are your fears. 
alen. And didſt thou tremble then for my miſtake ? 
Or give the whole contents; or by the pangs | 
That feed upon my heart, thy life's in danger. 
Zan. Is this Alonzo's language to his Zanga ? 
Draw forth your ſword and find the ſecret here: 
For whole fake is it, think you, I conceal it? 
Wherefore this rage? Becauſe I ſeek your peace ? 
J have no intereſt in ſuppreſſing it, 
But what good-natur'd tenderneſs for you 
 Obliges me to have. Not mine the heart 
That will be rent in two; not mine the fame 
That will be damn'd, tho' all the world ſhould know 
oo 
Alm. Then my worſt fears are true, and like | is tk 
Zan. What has the raſhneſs of my paſſion utter'd ? p 
I know not what; but rage is our diſtraction, 
And all its words are wind—Yet ſure, I think, 
T nothing own'd—But grant I did confeſs, 
What is a letter? Leiters may be forg'd. | 
For heav'n's ſweet ſake, my lord, lift up your! heart: 
Some foe to your repoſe 5 


Alen. 


( 


* SW 


his 


bo - 
ake ? 


}art: 


Alen. 


We know not whom we have to fear. 


With ſome degrees of pain. 
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Alon. So heav'n lopk on me, 
As I can't find the man I have offended. 


Zan. Indeed! [Afide.} —— Our i innocence is not 
our ſhield : 


They take offence, who have not been offended ; 


They ſeek our ruin too, who ſpeak us fair; 

And death is often ambuſh'd in our dane 

Tis certain, 
A letter may be forg'd; and ina point 


Ol ſuch a dreadful conſequence as this, 


One would rely on nought that might be falſe— 


Think; have you any any other cauſe to doubt her ?— 


Away; you can find none: Reſume your ſpirit, 
All's well again. 


Alon. O that it VERY 
Zan. It 1 iS 5 | | 


For who would credit that, which credited, 


Makes hell ſuperfluous by ſuperior pains, 
Without ſuch proofs as cannot be withſtood ? 
Has ſhe not ever been to virtue train'd ? 

Is not her fame as ſpotleſs as the ſun, 


Her ſex's envy, and the boaſt of Spain? 


Alon. O Zanga ! It is that confounds me moſt, 
That full in oppoſition to appearance 


Zan. No more, my lord; for you concern youre : 


. 
What is abſurdity, but to believe 
Againſt appearance? You can't yet, I find, 


Subdue your paſſion to your better ſenſe — _.. 
And, truth to tell it, does not much diſpleaſe me: "Hp 
Tis fit our 22 * 2 80 


Alen. What indiſcreti on ? 


F 2 Zan. 
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Zan. Come, vou mult bear to hear your faults from 
me. | 


Had you not ſent Don Carlos to the court 
The night before the battle, that foul live, 


Who forg*d the ſenſeleſs ſcroll which gives you pain, 


Had wanted footing for his — 
Alon. I ſent him not. 
| Zar. Not ſend him!—Hal! That ſtrikes me. 
1 thought he came on meſſage to the king: 
Is there another cauſe could juſtify 
His ſhunning danger, and the promis'd fight ? 
But I perhaps may think too rigidly 
So long an abſence, and impatient love _ 
Ain. In my confuſion, that had quite eſcap'd me: 
By heav'n, my wounded ſoul does bleed afreth ; 
Dis clear as day For Carlos is ſo brave, 
He lives not but on fame, he hunts for danger, 
And is enamour'd of the face of death: 
Ho then could he decline the next day's battle, 
But for the tranſports? O, it muſt be fo — 
Inhuman, by the loſs of his own honour, 5 
To buy the ruin of his friend! 
Zam. You wrong him: 
Ile knew not WN love. „ . 
Alen. Ha!. 55 3 
Zan. [ Afide.] That kings home. 


Alan. Indeed he knew not of my treacherous love — 


Proofs riſe on proofs, and ſtill the laſt the nen, 
Th' eternal law of things declares it true, 
Which calls for judgment on diſtinguith'd guilt, 
And loves to make our crime our puniſhment. 
Love is my torture; Love was firſt my crime; 

For ſhe was his, my friend's, and he (O horror 93 
Cons iced all in me. 0 ſacred ith | ! 


How 


IN 


low 


How dearly I abide thy violation ! 


If I preſume to mitigate the crime: 
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Zan. Were then their loves far gone? 
Alon. The father's will 
There bore a total ſway; and he, as ſoon 
As news arriv'd that Carlos fleet was ſeen 
From off our coaſt, fir d with the love of gold, 
Determin'd that the very ſun which faw 
Carlos” return, ſhould ſee his daughter wed. 
Zan. Indeed, my lord! Then you muſt pardon me 


Conſider, ſtrong allurements ſoften guilt; 

Long was his abſence, ardent was his love, 

At midnight his return, the next day deſtin'd 

For his eſpouſals ———*Þ'was a ſtrong temptation. | 
Alon. Temptation! . 1 

Zan. Tas but gaining of one LS. 


Alon. One night! 
Zan. I hat time could ne'er return again. 


Alon. Again l. By heav'n, thou doſt infult thy lord 
Temptation ! One night gain d! O ſtings and death ! 
And am Ithen undone? Alas, my Zanga! 

And doſt thou own it too? Deny it ſtill, 

And reſcue me one moment from diſtraction. 
Zan. My lord, I hope the beſt. 
Alon. Falſe, fooliſh hope, 

And.inſolent to me! Thou know'l i it falſe 3 7 

It is as glaring as the noon-tide ſun. 

Devil! this morning, after three years 1 

To ruſh at once into a paſſion for me! 

Tas time to feign; 'twas time to get another, 

When her firſt fool was ſated with her beauties. 
Zan. What ſays my lord? Did Leonora then 

Never before diſcloſe her . for you.? 

_ Alon. Never. 


F 3 | | g Zan. 


5 Would he ptuck out his eye to give it me? 
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zan. Throughout the whole three years ? 
Alen. O never! never | 
Why, Zanga, ſhould'ſt thou ſtrive ? 'Tis all in vain; 
Though thy ſoul labours, it can find no reed Ag 
For hope to catch at. Ah! I'm plunging down | 
Ten thouſand thouſand fathoms in deſpair. 


Zan. Hold, Sir; PII TO your fall — Wave ev'ry = 
. Bor 
And be a man again Had he enjoy'd her, To 


Be moſt aſſur'd, he had reſign'd her to you 

With leſs reluctance. 

Allan. Ha!] reſign her to me 

Reſign her! Who reſign'd n death = 

How could I doubt ſo long? My heart is broke; 

Firſt love her to diſtraction; then reſign her! 
Jan. But was it not with utmoſt agony ? 

. Rrant that. he ill reſign'd her; that's enough. 


Tear out his heart ?!——She was his heart no more— = 
Nor was it with reluctance he refign'd her. ; 
By heav'n he aſk'd, he court:d me, to wed ; 


1 thought it ſtrange; tis now no longer fo. * + 
Zan, Was't his 5 requeſt? Are you "ne ſure, of | 
e Wat? 


I fear the latter was not all a tale. | 
Ahn. A tale! there's proof equivalent to fight. 
Zen. I ſhould diſtruſt my fight on this occaſion. 25 
Alon. And fo ſhould I; by heav'n, I think I thould. 
What, Leonora the divine, by whom . 5 
We gueſs'd at angels ? O! Tm all confuſion. 
21. You now are too much ruffled to think clearly. | 
Since bliſs and horror, life and death, hang.on it, 


Jo to your: chamber: 3. were mer weigh 


15 
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Each circumſtance ; conſider, above all, 
That it is jealouſy's peculiar nature 
To ſwell ſmall things to great ; nay, out of nought 
To conjure much; and then to loſe its reaſon 
Amid the hideous phantoms it has form'd. 
Alon. Had I ten thouſand lives, I'd give them all 
To be deceiv'd: I fear tis doomſday with me; 
7 And yet the ſeem'd ſo pure, that I thought heav? n 
Borrow'd her form for Virtue's ſelf to wear, 
To gain her lovers with the ſons of men. [Eng Alor.. 
Enter ISABELLA. 
Zan. Thus far it works auſpiciouſſx. My patient 
Thrives, underneath my hand, in miſery: 
He's gone to think; that is, to be diftracted. 
Va. I overheard your conference, and ſau you, 
To my amazement, tear the letter. | 
Zan. There, ; 
There, Iſabella, I outdid myſelf: 
For tearing it, I not ſecure it only 
In its firſt force, but ſuperadd a new: 
For who can now the character examine 
| To cauſe a doubt, much leſs. detect the fraud ? 
"ml 
TY And, after tearing it, as loth to ſhew 
- The foul contents, if I ſhould {wear it now 
A forgery, my lord would diſbelieve me; 
I Nay, more would diſbelieve, the more I ſwore. 
hut is the picture happily diſpos'd of! ? 


14. | Ja. It is. | 
Zan. That's well — Ah! what is well? 0 pang. 
=. WA... 


ly. O dire neceſſity! Is this my province? 3 5 
5 Whither, my ſoul, ah! whither art thou ſunk 55 

I Beneath thy ſphere? Ere while, far, far above 

ch I Such little arts, diſſemblings, falſhoods, frauds, 
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The traſh of villainy itſelf, which falls 
To cowards, and poor wretches wanting bread : 
Does this become a foldier? This become 
Whom armies follow'd, and a people loy'd ? 
My martial glory withers at the thought: 
B :t great my end ; and fince there are no other, 
Theſe means are juſt; they ſhine with borrow'd light, 
Illuſtrious from the purpoſe they pur fue. 
And greater ſure my merit, who, to gain 
A point ſublime, can ſuch a taſk ſuſtain; 
To wade through ways obſcene, my honour bend, 
And ſhock my nature to attain my end: 
Late time ſhall wonder; that my Joys will raiſe 
For wonder is involuntary praiſe. 


ACT W. EN E . 
Ener ALONZO au Z AN GA. 


AL ON 20. ; 
ON" a pain to think! when erery thought, 
5 Perplexing thought, in intricacies runs 
And reaſon knits th inextricable toil, 
In which herſelf is taken! I am loſt; 
Poor inſet that I am, I am involv'd, | 
And bury'd in the web myſelf have wrought ! 
One argument is balanc'd by another, 
And reaſon meets in doubtful fight, 

And proofs are countermin'd by equal proofs, : 
No more T'Il bear this battle of the mind, 


This. 


at, 


his. 
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This inward anarchy; But find my wife, 


And, to her trembling heart preſenting death, 


Force all the ſecret from her. 


Zan. O torbear! | 
You totter on the very brink of ruin. 

Alon. What doſt thou mean? 

Zan. LAſide. ] That will diſcover all, 


And kill my hopes: What can I think or do? 


Alon. What, doſt thou murmur ? 
Zan. Force the ſecret from her 


What's perjury to ſuch a crime as chis! 


Will ſhe confeſs it then? O groundleſs hope! 
But reſt aſſur d, ſhe'll make this accuſation, 
Or falſe or true, your ruin with the king; 
Such is her father's power. 

Alon. No more; I care: not: 


Rather. than groan beneath this EY In die. 


Zan. But for what better will you change this load,, 


Grant you ſhould know it, would not that be worſe? 


Alon. No; it would cure me of my mortal pangs, 
By hatred and contempt: I ſhould deſpiſe her, 
And all my love-bred' agonies would vaniſh. 
Zan. Ah! were ſure of that, my lord- 
Alan. What then! 
Zan. You ſhould not hazard life to gain the ſecret. 
Alon. What doſt thou: mean! Thon know ſt I'm on. 
the rack: 
Tu not. be play'd with ; ſpeak, if thou baſt aught, 


Or I this inſtant fly to Leonora. 


Zan. That is, to death. My lord, I am | not yet 
Quite ſo far gone in guilt to ſuffer it; 
Tho? gone too far, heav'n knows—*Tis Iam guilty 
L have took pains, as you I know obſerv'd, 
To hinder you from diving in the ſecret, 
EO Sad T5 - 1 Ana. 
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And turn'd aſide your thoughts from the detection. 
Aen. Thou doſt confound me. 
Zin. I confound myſelf ; 


And frankly own, though to my ſhame I own it, 


Nought but your life in danger could have torn 
The ſecret out, and made me ou my crime, + 
Alon. Speak quickly; Zanga, ſpeak. | 

Zan. Not yet, dread Sir: 
Firſt I muſt be aſſur'd, that if you find 5 
The fair one guilty, ſcorn, as you aſſür'd me, 


Shall conquer her love and rage, and heal {your ſouk.- 


Alm. O! *twill, by heav'n. 8 
Zan. Alas! I fear it much, 
And ſcarce can hope ſo far; but I of this 
Exact your ſolemn oath, that you'll abſtain: 
From all ſelf violence, and fave 71 lord. 5 
Alon. I trebly ſwear. 
Lan. You'll 1 51 it like a 1 
Alon. A god. 
Zan. Such hots you been t to me 3 theſe tears: con- 
, JO. 
And pour'd forth miracles of kindneſs on me: 
And what amends is now within my pow'r,, 
But to confeſs, expoſe myſelf to juſtice, + * 
And, as a bleſſing, claim my puniſhment.? 
Know then, Don Carlos | 
Alon. Oh! 
Zan. You cannot bear it. 
Al. Go on; Ell have it, though it blaſt mankind 
ll have it all, and inſtantly —Go on. 
Zan. Don Carlos did return at. dead. of night — 
Ener LEONORA. | 
Leun. My lord Alonzo, you are abſent From us, 
And quite undo our joy. 
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Ate. ru come, my Love : | 
Be not our friends deſerted by us both; 
pl follow you this moment. 

Leon. My good lord, 

1 do obſerve ſeverity of thought 
Upon your brow. Aught hear you from the Moors? 

Alon. No, my delight. 

Leon. What then employ'd your mind ? 

Alon. Thou, love, and anly ops ſo heay n be- 

friend me, 
As other thought can find no entrance here. 

Leon. How N in you, my lord, whom nations? 

cares 
Solicit, and a world in arms obeys,. 
To drop one thought on me! 
Alon. | He foews the utmft impatience ] Doſt thou ; 

_ _ then prize it? 

Leon. Do you then aſb it! ? 

Alon. Know then, to thy comſort, 9 5 
Thou haſt me all; my throbbing heart is full 
With thee alone; I've thought of nothing elſe; 5 
Nor ſhall, I from my. ſoul believe, till death. 
My life, our friends expect thee. 

Leon. I obey. | [Exit 1 gra. 


Aun. Is that the face of curs'd bypecriſy?- 


If ſhe is guilty, ſtars are made of darkneſs, 
And beauty ſhall no-more belong to heavin ——— 
Don Carlos did return at dead of night :- 5 9 
Proceed, good Zanga; ſo thy tale began. 

Zan. Don Carlos did return at. dead of night; 


That night, by chance (ill chance for me) did! 


Command the watch that guards the palace gate: 
He told me he had letters for the Hinge 


en 1 
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Alen. The villain ly'd. 

au. My lord, 

I pray forbear —Tranſported at his ſiglit, 
After ſo long a bondage, and your friend, 
(Who could ſuſpect him of an artifice?) 

No farther I enquir'd ; but let him paſs, 

| Falſe to my truſt ; at leaſt imprudent i in it. 
Our watch reliev'd, I went into the garden, 


Ass is my cuſtom. when the night's ſerene, 


Aud took a moon-light walk; when ſoon I heart 
A ruſtling in an arbour that was near me: 
E ſaw two lovers in each other's. arms, 
Embracing and embrac'd : Anon the man 
Aroſe; and, falling back ſome paces from her, 
Gaz d ardently awhile; then ruſh'd at once; 
And throwing all himſelf into her boſom, 
Ih)here ſoftly figh'd; O night of ecſtaſy! 
i When. ſhall we meet again?” — Don Carlos then 
Led Leonora forth. 


Alon. O] O my heart! Ce finks a a chaiy.. 


Zan. Groan on, and with the ſound refreſh my ſoul. 


is through his heart; his knees ſmite one another: 
TD is thro his brain 5 his eye-balls zoll 1 in . 


My lad, my Joo, why will you mY my ſoul ? 

Speak to me; let me know that you ſtill live. 
Do you not know me, Sir? Pray look upon me: 
| You think too deeply: Pm your own Zanga, 
Zo lov'd, ſo cheriſh'd, and fo faithful to you. — 
Where ſtart you in ſuch fury? Nay, my lord, 


For heav'n's fake, ſheath pad ſword: What can this 


.- meant - 
"hu that I was, to truſt you with the ſecret; 
And you unkind, to break your word with me. 
| ri Ak . | O paſſion 


tal. 


ur. 
ul. 
+ 


fi 


hon 
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Where is your boaſted courage? Where your ſcorn, 


And prudent rage, that was to cure your grief, 
And chaſe your love-bred agonies away? 


Riſe, Sir, for honour's ſake. Why ſhould. the Moors,, 


Why ſhould the vanquiſh'd triumph? 
Alan. Would to heavin, 
That I were lower ſtill! O ſhe was All! 
My fame, my friend{hip, and my love of arme, 
All ſtoop'd to her:; my blood was her poſſeſſion: 
Deep in the ſecret foldings of my heart, 
She liv'd with life, and far the dearer the: 
But—and no more - ſet nature in blaze; 
Give her a fit of jealouſy—away ——— _ 
To think on't is the torment of the damn'd; 
And not to think on't is impoſfible. 
How fair the cheek, that firſt. alarm'd my ſoul! 
How bright. the eye, that ſets it on a flame! 
How foft the breaſt, on which I laid my peace 
For years to ſlumber, unawak'd by care! 
How fierce the tranſport! how ſublime the bliſs. 
How. deep, how black, the horror, and deſpair! 
Zan. You ſaid, you'd bear i it like a man. 
Alon. I do. J. 
A Löt n ed 
Zan. Pray be cam. 
Alon, As hurricanes: Be 58 aſſur d of 1 
Zan. Is this the wi Alonzo? 
Alan. Villian, no: 
He dy'd in th' wor ; he was md there: 
I am. his demon, though —my wife! my wife!— 
Zan. Alas! he weeps. 
Alon. Go, dig ber grave. | 
Zan. My lord J. 


— 


Alen. 
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Alon. But that. her blood's too hot, I would ca- 
rouſe it 
Around my bridal-board. 5 
Zan. [Aſide.] And I would pledge thee. 
An. But I may talk too faſt. Pray let me think, | 
And reaſon mildly.—Wedded and undone 
Before one night deſcends -O haſty evil! 
W hat friend to comfort me in this extreme ! 
Where's Carlos? Why is Carlos abſent from me? 
Does he know what has happen d? 
Zan. My good lord | 0; 


| &bn. O depth of horrors ! He !—my boſom friend! Fu 
Zan. Alas! compoſe. your my lord. Th 
Alon. To death... © | G 0 


Saxe on her with both eyes f ardently! . 


Give them the vultures; tear them all in Pieces! Ho 
Zan. [4fide.) Moſt excellent! N 
Alon. Hark| you can keep a ſecret. 
In yonder arbour bound with jeflaminz 
Who's that! What villain's that! Unhand de. 
Murder! 

Tear them aſunder Murder Hos they i 

My heart berwixt them! — O let go my heart! 

Let let it. go -— Embracing and embraced! 

0 en let him in? A traitor. NT 
SG [Goes to flab Zanga : he prevents bin, 
Alas! my head turns round, andy limbs fail me. 

Zan. My lord! | 


Abn. O villain, villain; moſt accurſt! 

5 If thou didſt know it, why didſt let me wed Þ 
Zan. Hear me, my lord; your anger will/abate: 
1 Bknew i it not; I ſaw. them in the garden; 
But ſaw no more than you might well expect 


To ſee. i in den deftin'd for each other: 


By 
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Ey heav'n, I thought their meeting innocent. 
Who could ſuſpect fair Leonora's virtue, 
Till after proofs conſpir d to blacken it? 
Sad proofs, which came too late; which broke not out 
„ Eternal curſes on Alvarez” haſte') 
| Till holy rites had made the wanton yours; 
And then, I own, I labour'd to conceal it, | 
In duty, and compaſſion to your peace. 
Alon. Live now be damned hereaiter ; for : want 
thee. 
: O night of extaſy.1- Ha! was't not fo 2 
dl I will enjoy this murder -— Let me think— 
The jeſs mim bow'r z tis ſecret and remote: 
Go, wait me there, and take thy dagger with thee. 


[Exit Zan ga- 
How the ſweet ſound Rill ſings within my ear ! 


As be is going out, Enter Leoneras 
I hen foall eue meet again? To-night, in hell. 
4 Hal I'm ſurpriz d; I ſtagger at her charms. 
— Ongel-devib!— Shall I ſtab her naw? 
No, it ſhall be as L had. firſt determin'd.: 
To kill her now were half my vengeance loſt... 
Then I muſt naw diſſemble — if I can. 
Leon. My lord, excuſe me; ſee, a ſecond. time 
I come in embaſſy from all your friends, 
Whoſe joys are languid, uninſpir'd by you. | 
Alon. This moment, Leonora, I. was coming. 
To thee, and all — But ſure, or I miſtake, 
Or thou canſt well inſpire my friends with.) Ivy. 
Leon. Why ſighs my lord? 
Alon. I figh'd not, Leonora. 
Leon. J thought. yOu did ; Your ſighs a are mine, 
een EN: 
And I ſhall feel wem all, . 
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Aunu. Doft flatter me? 
Len, If my regards for you are flattery, 


Pull far indeed I ſtretch'd the compliment 


In this day”> ſolemn rite. 


Alon. What rite? _ | | Is 
Leon. You ſport me: | 1: 
Alon. Indeed I do; my heart is full of mirth. W 
Leon. And. fo is mine I took on cheerfulneſs, Y, 
As on the health of: virtue. N: 
Alon. Virtue! - Damn . | 
Lean. What ſays my lord? | A 
Alan. Thou art exceeding fair. Ha 
Leon. Beauty alone is but of little worth; Th 
But when the foul and body of a piece 3 
Both ſhine alike; then they obtain a price, Un 
And are a fit reward for gallant actions, bei 
Heav'n's pay on earth for ſuch great ſouls as yours An 
If fair and innocent, I am your due. Tel 
Alon. [Aſide.] Innocent! Ts Tu. 
Leon. How I my lord, I interrupt yo __- Aly 


Alon. No, my. beſt life; I muſt not part with thee: Spe: 
This hand is mine. O! what a hand is here! 
So ſoft, ſouls fink into it, and: are loſt! 0 
_ Leon. In tears, my lord? 
Alon. What leſs can ſpeak: my vy 
I gaze, and II forget my own exiſtence; 
Dis all a viſton; my head ſwims in heav'n. 
Wherefore; O! wherefore, this nen of — 
And wherefore? Oo — WY 
Why, I could gaze upon thy looks for ever, 
And drink in all my being from thine eyes; 
And I could ſnatch a flaming enen. 
And hurl deſtruction. 4 
Leon. How, my lord ! What mean vou? 


— Acqual it 
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Acquaint me with the ſecret of your heart, 
Or caſt me out for ever from your love. 
Alon. Art thou concern'd for me? 
Leon. My lord, you fright me. 
Is this the fondneſs of your nuptial hour? 
I am ill us'd, my lord; I muſt not bear it. 
Why, when I woo your hand, is it deny'd me? 
Your very eyes, why are they taught to hun me? 1 
* my good lord, I have a title here; 
[Taking his band, 
And 1 will have | it. Am I not your wife ? 
Have I not juſt authority to know 
That heart, which I have purchas'd with my own ? 
Lay it before me then; it is my due. 
Unkind Alonzo, though I might demand it, 
| Behold, I kneel ! See, Leonora kneels, 
rs. And deigns to be a beggar for her own! 
Tell me the ſecret: I conjure you tell me. 
The bird foregoes the homage of her day; 
' Alvarez's daughter trembles in the duſt; 
thee: ¶ Speak then; L charge you ſpeak, or I expire, _ 
and load you with my death. My lord — my Jord! 
Alon. oa ha hal [He breaks from her, and ſhe 
| Inks upon the floor, 
Lean. Are theſe the joys which fondly 12 conceiv'd.? 
And is it thus a wedded life begin? 
What did I part with, when I gave my heart 
knew not that all happineſs went with it. 
Why did TI leave my tender father's wing, 
And venture into love ? That maid that loves, 
Goes out to ſea upon a ſhatter'd plank, ED 
And puts her truſt in miracles for fafety. 
Where ſhall I ow: Where gour out my . LL 


quai 1 
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He that ſhould hear, ſhould luccour, * redreſs, 


He is the fource of all. 
Alen. Go to thy chamber; 
I ſoon will follow: That which now diſturbs thee, 
Shall be clear'd up, and thou thalt not condemn me. 
[Exit Leonora 
Q, how like innocence ſhe looks What, ſtab her, 
And ruſh into her blood? never can; 
In her, guilt ſhines, and nature holds my hand. 
How then ? Why thus No more: it is determin d. 
Enter ZAN GA. 


Zan. [Afde] 1 fear his heart has fail'd him. She 


muſt die. 
Can I not rouze the ſnake that's in «ts boſom, _ 
To ſting out human nature, and effect it? 
Aun. This vaſt and ſolid earth, that blazing ſan, 
| Thoſe ſkies, thro' which it rolls, muſt all have end. 
What then is man ? The ſmaileſt part of nothing. 
Day buries day; month, month; and year the year: 
Our life is but a chain of many deaths. 


Can then death's ſelf be fear d? Our life _ rather: : 


Life is the deſart, life the ſolitude ;_ 

Death joins us to the great majority: 

Fis to be born to Plato's and to Ceſar 3 

Tis to be great for ever z . os: 
RS I is pleaſure, tis ambition, then to dies Log: 
Zan. 1 think, my ed, yow talk of Jens”; 

Alan. 1 did. | , 
Zan. I give you joy; then Lacuors's 3 | 
Alen. No, Zanga no; the greateſt guilt is mine: 


Tis mine, who might have mark'd his midnight vit; 
Who mighthave mark'd his tameneſs to reſign her; 


Who might have mark'd her ſudden turn of love: 


Theſe, and a thouſand tokens more; and yet 


(For 
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„ I (For which the ſaints abſolve my ſoul!) did wed. 
Zan, Where does this tend ? 
Ahn. To ſhed a woman's blood 
I Would ſtain my ſwprd, and make my wars inglorious 2 5 
. But juſt reſentment to myſelf, bears in it 
ras A ſtamp of greatnefs above vulgar minds: 
He who, ſuperior to the checks of nature, 
Dares make his life the victim of his reaſon, 
Does in ſome ſort that reaſon deify, 
. IJ And take a flight at heav'n. 
EE Zan. Alas! my lord, 
She If *Tis not your reaſon, but her beauty, finds 
Thoſe arguments, and throws you on your ſword: 
You cannot cloſe an eye that is to bright; 
You cannot ſtrike a breaſt that is ſo ſoft 
» IE That has ten thouſand r 
. For Carlos? No, my lord; I mean for you · — 
3 Alon. O! chro- my heart and Marrow ! Pr” ythee 1 5 
5 are me; 
Nor more upbraid the weakneſs of thy lord: 
her: Lon, I try'd, I quarrell'd, with my heart, 

And pufh'd it on, and bid it give her death; 
But, O! her eyes ſtruck firſt, and murder'd me. 
Zan. I know not what to anſwer to my lord. 

Men are but men; we did not make ourſelves : 

Farewel then, my beſt lord, ſince you muſt die. 

O that I were to ſhare your monument, 

And in eternal darkneſs cloſe theſe eyes 

Againſt thoſe ſcenes which I am doom'd to ſuler ! ! 
Alon: What doſt thou mean? | 

lat ; Zan. And is it then unknown? ' 

er; 0 grief of heart, to think that yourſheuld aſk | it! 

F: Paore you diſtruſt that ardent love I bear you, 


l could vou doubt nn are laid in duſt 
(For - Ber 
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But it will cut my poor heart through and through 
Fo ſee thoſe revel on your ſacred tomb, 

Who brought you thither by their lawleis loves: 
For there they'll revel, and exult to find 

Him ſleep ſo faſt, who elſe would mar their joys. 
Alon. Diſtraction!— 
| know'ſt, 

Is ſheath'd in ſteel, and 155 on other chats. 
Zan. PU work mans 8 to the murder of his friend 


| [Ajide. 


x40 


; Yes, till the fever of his blood returns, 
While her laſt kiſs Kill glows upon his cheek. 
But when he finds Alonzo is no more, 

How will he ruſh, like lightning, to her arms! 


There figh, there languith, there pour out his ſoul; : 


But not in grief—ſad obſequies to thee—— 
But thou wilt be at peace, nor ſee, nor hear, 
The burning kiſs, the ſigh of extaſy, 
Their throbbing hearts that joſtle one another: 
Thank heav'n, theſe torments will be all my own. 
Alon. T'lt eaſe thee of the pain: Let Carlos die; 
_ Ofertake him on the road, ſee it done. 
2. is my command. 
San. I dare nat diſobey. 
Alem. My Zanga, now I have thy leave to die. 
Zan. Ah, Sir, think, think again. Ave all r men 


buried 
In Carlos? grave? You know not wcanaliias; 


When once the throbbing of the heart has broke 


F The modeſt zone, with which it firſt was ty'd, 


Each man the meets will be a Carlos to her. 


Alon. That thought has x more of bell than had the 


former; | 
Another, a and mother, and anathert | 


But Don 8 well thou 


(ver his FEY 
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And each ſhall caſt a ſmile upon my tomb! j 
| am convinc'd ; J muſt not, will not, die. 
Zan. You cannot die; nor can you murder her. 
What then remains? In nature no third way, 
But to forget, and ſo to love again. 
ou Alon. Oh! | 
Zan. If you forgive, the world will call you Gzed , 
If you forget, the world will call you Wife; 
— If you receive her to your grace again, 
aides The world will call you, very, c „ 
Alin. Zanga, I underſtand thee well. she dies; 
Though my arm tremble at the ſtroke, ſhe dies. 
Zan. That's truly goat. What think you *twas 
5 | 0 
; rue Greek and Roman name in ſuch a luſtre, 
hut doing right in ſtern deſpite to nature, 
Shntting their ears to all her little cries, 
V'hen great, auguſt and godlike juſtice calld? 
At Aulis, one pour'd out a daughter's life, 
And gain'd more glory than by all his wars; 
Another flew a ſiſter in juſt rage; | 
- A third, the theme of all ſucceeding times, 
gnet. I Gave to the cruel ax a darling fon: 
Nay more, for juſtice fome devote themſelves, 
As he at Carthage, an immortal name! 
men Let there is one ſtep left above 'em all, 
: Above their hiſtory, above, their fable. 
A wife, bride, miſtreſs, unenjoy'd —— Do That, 
And tread upon the Greek and Roman glory. 
Alon. *Tis done r new tranſ [ports fire my 5 
. = . ; ws | | 
ad the Wl had forgot it ; tis my britat night: 
Friend; give me joy; we mult be gay roger: 


dce that the feſtival be duly honour'd . 
And E . And 
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And when with garlands the full bowl is crown'd, J 
And muſic gives her elevating ſound, 1 
And golden carpets ſpread the ſacred floor, I 
And a new day the blazing tapers pour, 

Thou, Zanga, then my ſolemn friends invite, B 

From the dark realms of everlaſting night; * 
Call vengeance, call the furies, call deſpair; O 

And death, our chief- invited gueſt, be there; H 
He, with pale hand, ſhall lead the bride, and A 


ſpread 0 
Eternal curtains round our nuprial bed. - Ln. W 
* 8 | 8 Pn 
3 Lap = 3 N : I f 

5 ä — An 

aer SCENE L 


Enter AL on 20. 
Al onzo. 
Pitiful 0 O terrible to ſight ! : 
Poor mangled ſhade, all cover d o er with wounds 
; And ſo diſguis'd with blood! Who murder'd thee ? 
Tell thy ſad tale, and thou ſhalt be reveng'd. 

Ha ! Carlos: Horror! Carlos ?—O, away 
So to thy grave, or let me ſink to mine. 

I cannot bear the ſight What fight ?!—Where am 1? 
There's nothing here If this was fancy's work, 
She draws a picture ſtrongly. —-— 

_ Enter ZAx 4. 
Zan. Ha!-—— You're pale. 
Alon. Is Carlos murder'd? _ 
Zan. 1 obey'd your order. 
Six ruffians overtook him on the road; | 
He ought 3 as he Was wont, and four be flew; * 
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d, Then ſunk beneath an hundred wounds to death: 
| His laſt breath bleſi Alonzo, and deſir'd 
His bones might reſt near yours. 
Alon. O Zanga! Zanga! 
But IH not think; for I muſt act; and thinking 
Would ruin me for action. O the medley 
Of right and wrong! the chaos in my brain! 
He ſhould, and ſhould not die — You ſhould obey, 
and And not obey—It is a day of darkneſs, 
155 Of contradictions, and of many deaths. 
vent: Where's Leonora then? Quick, anſwer me; ; | 
Tm deep in horrors; I'll be deeper ſtill— 
I find thy artifice did take effect, 
And ſhe forgives my late deportment to her. 
Zan. I told her, from your childhood you was wont, | 
On any great ſurprize, but chiefly then, 
When cauſe of ſorrow bore it company, 
To have your paſſion ſhake the ſeat of reaſon ; ; 
A momentary ill, which ſoon blew o'er: 
Then did I tell her of Don Carlos' ths 
(Wiſely ſuppreſſing by what means he felt) 
And laid the blame on that. At firſt ſhe doubted ; 
But ſuch the honeſt artifice I us d. 
T And ſuch her ardent wiſh it ſhould be true, 
1 That ſhe, at length, was fully ſatisfy- d. 
am 12M 4/211. Twas well ſhe was. In our late interview, 5 
; work, My paſſion ſo far threw'me from my guard, 
Ic lethinks 'tis ſtrange I) that, conſcious of her guilt, 
She ſaw not, through its thin diſguiſe, my heart. 
Zan. But what deſign you, Sir; 3 and how? 
Alon. I'll tell thee. 
Thus Pve ordain'd it: In the ele w mine 3 
The place which ſhe diſhonour'd with her guilt, 
here will I meet her; th" appointment's made; 


5 


'The And 


And calnly ſpread (for I can do it now) 


, 
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The blackneſs of her crime before her ſight; 
And then, with all the cool ſolemnity 
Of public juſtice, give her to the grave. | Exit 
Zan. Why, get thee gone! Horror and night 80 

N with thce ! 

Siſters of Acheron, go hand in hand; 
Oo dance around the bow'r, and cloſe them in; 
And tell them, that I ſent you to ſalute them! _ 
Prophane the ground; and for th' ambrofial roſe, 0 
And breath of jeſſamin, let hemlock blacken, 
And deadly nightſhade poiſon all the air! 
For the ſweet nightingale, may ravens croak, 
Loads pant, and adders ruſtle through the leaves; 
May ſerpents winding up the trees, let fall 

Their hiſſing necks upon them from above, 
And mingle cn as I ſhould give them! 
| [Ext 
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LreoxoRA ſleeping. Enter Al ox zo. 


ALonto,: 
v E et ye roſes, like the morn ! 
Sweet myrtles, and ye golden orange-groves! 


Why do you ſmile? Why do you look ſo fair? ?. WI 

Are you not blaſted as IJ enter in? | 

Ves: ſee how every flow'r lets falls its head! 0 | 

How ſhudders every leaf without a wind! Thi 

How every green is as the ivy pale! | 7 

Did ever midnight ghoſts aſſemble here? 5 
| Have theſe ſweet echoes ever-learnt to groan ? fc 


Joy-giving, love-inſpiring, holy bow'r ! 


Kno 


ves 


Koc 


A- murderer: O! I ſhall tain thy lilies, 
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Know, in thy fragrant boſom, thou receiv'ſt 


A horror will uſurp the ſeat of bliſs, 

So Lueifer broke into Paradiſe, 

And ſoon mention follow'd. [He advances. ] Ha! © 
he ſleeps 

The day's uncommon heat has overcome her : 

Then take, my longing eyes, your laſt full gaze. 

O, what a fight is here | How dreadful fair! 

Who would not think that Being innocent? 

Where ſhall I ſtrike? Who ſtrikes her, ſtrikes himſelf. 

My own life-blood will iſſue at her wound. 

O my diſtracted heart! O cruel heaven 

To give ſuch charms as thoſe, and then call _ 

Mere man, to be your executioner. 

Was it becauſe it was too hard for you? 

But ſee, ſhe ſmiles! I never ſhall ſmile more! 

It — tempts me to a parting kiſs. 7 8 

Going, he flarts back, 

Ha! frail again! She dreams of him ſhe loves: 

Cuele on her charms | El ſtab her through them all. 

 » [ As be is going to ftrike, ſbe wakes - 

Lean. My lord, your ſtay was long; and yonder lull 5 

of falling waters W 888 me to reſt, 

Diſpirited with noon's exceffive heat. 
Alon. Ye pow'rs with what an eye the mends the 


os 
While they were clos d, 1 ſhould have giv" 'n the 


O for a laft anchors? and then for juſtice: - 

Thus heav'n and I ſhall both be ſatisfy d. 
Lean. What ſays my lord? © 
Alen. Why This Alonzo ſays: 


If love were endleſs, men were gods; 5 is chat 7 
Doe 
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Does counter-balance travel, danger, pain——— 
*Tis heav'n's expedient to make mortals bear 
The light, and cheat them of the peaceful grave. 
Leon. Alas! my lord, why talk you of the grave? 


Ycur friend is dead; in friendſhip you ſuſtain 
A mighty loſs; repair it with my love. 


Alon. Thy love? Thou piece of witchcraft — 


wou'd ſay, 
Thou brighteſt angel ! I could gaze for ever. 
Where hadſt thou this ? Enchantreſs, tell me where? 
Which with a touch works miracles, boils up 
My blood to tumults, and turns round my brain! 
Ev'n now thou ſwimm'ſt before me: I ſhall loſe thee: 
No, I will make thee ſure, and claſp thee all. 5 
Who turn'd this ſlender waiſt with fo much art, 
And ſhut perfection in ſo ſmall a ring? 
Who ſpread: that pure expanſe of white above, 
On which the dazzled ſight can find no reſt; 
But drunk with beauty, wanders up and down 
For ever, and for ever finds new charms?? 
But, O thoſe eyes! thoſe murderers? O whenee, 
| Whence didſt thou ſteal their burning orbs? From 
» Acavin? ? 
Th ou did'ſt; and 'tis ed to adore them. 
Toon. My beſt Alonzo, moderate your thought; 3. 
Extremes ſtill fright me, though of love itſelf. 
Alon. Extremes indeed! It hurried me away; 
But I come home again—and now for _—_ 
And now for death It is impoſſible 
Sure ſuch were made by heaw'n guiltleſs to * 
Or in their guilt to laugh at puniſhment. , [dice 
4 leave her to Juſt heav' . 
3 | [Drops the abr. and ow * 
Lew. a0; A a dagger! * 3 


What 


— ——— 


What doſt thou ſay, thou miniſter of death? 
What dreadful tale doſt tell me! Let me think. 


Enter ZANGA. 


Zan. [Afi de.) Death to my tow'ring hope! 0 fall 
from high! 
My cloſe long: labour d ſcheme at once is blaſted. 
That dagger found will cauſe her to enquire; 
Eaquiry will diſcover all; my hopes 
Of vengeance periſh; I myſelf am loſt 
Curſe on the coward's heart! wither his hand, 


Which held the ſteel in-vain!—What can be done ?— 


Where can I fix—That's ſomething ſtill—Jtwill breed 
Fell rage and bitterneſs betwixt their ſouls, 

Which may perchance grow up to greater evil; 

If not, tis all I can It ſhall be fo——_—_ 

Leon. O Zanga! I am finking in my fears! 
Alonæo. dropt this dagger as he left me; 

And left me in a ſtrange diſorder too. 
What can this mean? Angels preſerve his fe 

Zan. Yours, Madam; yours. 

Leon. What, Zanga, doſt thou ſay ? 

Zan. Carry your goodneſs then to ſuch extremes, 
So blinded to the faults of him you love, 
That you perceive not he 1 is n 5 

Leon. Heav'ns ! 

And yet a thouſand things recur that ſwear it. 
What villain could inſpire him with that thought? 
It is not of the growth of his own nature. 


Zan. Some villain; who, bell knows 3 5 but he 4 46 


jealous; 
And 'tis moſt fit a heart ſo pure as s yours 
Do itſelf juſtice, and aſſert its honour, 
And make him conſcious of his ſtab to virtue. 


G2 Inn. 
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Leon. Jealous ! it ſickens at my heart. Unkind, 
Ungenerous, groundleſs, weak, and infolent! 
Why ? wherefore? On what ſhadow of occaſion : : 
is faſcination ; 'tis the wrath of heav'n . | 
For the collected crimes of all his race. 

O how the great man leſſens to my thought 
How could fo mean a vice as jealouſy, 

Unnatural child of ignorance and guilt, 

Which tears and feeds upon its parent's heart, 5 
Live in a throng of ſuch exalted virtues? 


yet love him, and adore: 
I cannot, will not, 4 not, think it true, 


Till from hiqſelf I know i it. 6 Bate 


Zan. This ſucceeds 
Juſt to my with. Now ſhe with violence 
Upbraids him; he, not doubting ſhe is guilty, 
Rages no lef: ; and if on either ſide 


Ihe waves run high, there ſtill lives hope of ruin. 


| by Enter Aron zo. : 5 
_ My bad 
Alen. O Zanga! hold thy peace; Jam no o coward; 
But heav'n itſelf did hold my hand ; I felt it it ; 
Buy the well-being of my ſoul, I did: 
Ii think of vengeance at another ſeaſon. 

Zan. My lord, her guilt : | 
Alon. Perdition on thee, Moor, 


For that one word! Ah! do not rouze that thought; | 


| Thaveo'erwhelm'd it much as poffible : 

Away then; let us talk of other things: 

I tell thee, Moor, I love her to diſtraction : 

If 'tis my ſhame, why be it ſo- I love her; 


Nor can J help it; impos'd upon me 
By ſome ſuperior and reſiſtleſs pow'r: 
1 could not hurt ber to be lord of earth; | 


we e666 O = By 


28 


it. 


It 


Angels defend her, as if innocent 


O ſeen for ever! yet for ever new |! 
Inflictin g wound on wound. 


| What need of this to me 3 


Which loſes ſo much blood for every tear? 
Leon. Is it ſo tender? 


Doubt of my love? Why, I am nothing mY | 
It quite abſorbs my every other paſſion. 
O that this one embrace would laſt for ever! 


_ Impoffible! I throw away the thought. [Afide. i 
My univerſe does lie within that ſpace. 
It rouzes horrid images: Away, 


And hide us there from every other ——_ 
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It ſhocks my nature like a firoke at heav'n. 


But ſee, my Leonora comes :—Be gone. [Exit Zan. 
[Enter Leonora. 
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The conquer'd thou doſt conquer 0 er again, 


TLaeun. Alas, my lord! 
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Alon. Ha! doſt thou weep? 

Leon. Have I not cauſe? 

Alon. If love is thy concern, 
Thou haſt no cauſe; none ever lov'd like me. 
But wherefore this? Is it to break my heart, 


Alon. Is it not? Oheavn! 


Leun. Could this man ever mean to wrong mi virtue? 
could this man e'er deſign upon mylife? 


Theſe tears declare how much I taſte the joy 
Of being folded in your arms and heart; 


This dagger bore falſe witnes. [Shewing 10. 
Alon. Ha! my dagger? „3 Ce, 


Away with it, and let us talk-of Love, 
Plunge ourſelves deep into the ſweet illufion, 


_ It touches you. 3 
. An. 
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Alon. Let's talk of Love. 
2 Of Deat h. 
As thoulov'ſt bappineſ— 
Lok Of murder, 
Alon. Raſh. 
Raſh, woman, yet forbear · 
Leon. Approve my wrongs ? 
Alon. Then muſt I fly, for thy ſake and my own. 


Leon. Nay, by my injuries, you firſt muſt hear me; 


Stab me, then think it much to hear me groan ! 
Alon. Heav'ns ſtrike me deaf! 
Leon. It well may ſting you home. 
Alon. Alas! thou quite miſtak'ſt my cauſe of pain. 
Yet, yet diſmiſs me; I am all in flames. 


Leon. Who has moſt cauſe? You, or and f What 


act 
Of my whole life encourag'd you to this? 

Or of your own, what guilt has drawn it on you? 
'You find me kind, and think me kind to all; 
The weak, ungenerous error of your ſex. 

What could inſpire the thought We olit'neſt judge 

From our own hearts: and is yours then ſo frail, 

It promnpts you to conceive thus ill of me? 


le that can ſtoop to harbour ſuch a thought, 


Deſerves to find it true. Holding him. 


Alon. O ſex, ſex, ſex! Turning on her. 


The language of you all. Ill-fated woman ! 
Why haſt thou forc'd me back into the gulph 
Of agonies, I had block'd up from thought ? 
1 know the cauſe; thou ſaw'ſt me impotent 


Ere-while to hurt thee, therefore thou turn ſt on me: 


But, by the pangs I ſuffer, to thy woe: 


For, ſince thou haſt 8 me in my argen. 
I Will be ſatisfied, 


Lans 


24 
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Lean. Be ſatisfied! 
Alon. Yes; thy own mouth ſhall witnefs it againſt 


I will be ſatisfied. e | [thee 3 | 


Leon. Of what? 
Alon. Of what? 


How dar'ſt thou aſk that queſtion ? Woman; Woman, | 
_ Weak, and afſur'd at once; thus 'tis for ever. 
Who told thee that thy virtue was ſuſpected ? 
Who told thee-I deſign'd upon thy life 
Jou found the dagger, but that could not ſpeak; 
Nor did I tell thee: Who did tell thee then ? 
| Guilt, conſcious guilt. 


Leon. This to my face? O hers: 
Alon. This to thy very ſoul. 
Leon. Thou'rt not.in earneſt? 
Alan, Serious as death. | 
Leon. Then heav'n have mercy on thee. | 


Till now, I ſtruggled not to think it true; 
I ſought conviction, and would not believe it: 
And doſt thou force Me? This ſhall not be borne: 
| Thou ſhalt repent this inſult. | [Geinge 7 


Alon. Madam, ſtay: 
Your paſlion's wile; tis a aiſguiſe for caſtes: 


_ *Tis my turn now to fix you here awhilez 


You, and your thouſand arts, ſhall not eſcape me. 
Leon. Arts? 
Alon. Arts! Confeſs; far death i is in my hand. 
Leon. Tis in your words. 
Alon. Confeſs, confeſs, confaſs; | 

Nor tear my veins with paſſion to compel thee. 

| Leon. I ſcorn to anſwer thee, preſumptuous man 
Alon. Deny then, and. incur a fouler ſhame. 


4 Where did I find this picture ? 


Tn, Ha!: Don Carlos? 
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By my beſt hopes, more welcome than thy own. 
Alon. I know it; but is vice ſo very rank, 


That thou ſhould'ſt dare to daſh it in my face? 
Nature is fick of thee, abandon'd worm! 
Leon. Repent. 
Alon. Is that for me? 
| Leon. Fall, aſk my pardon. 
Alon. Aftonifhment! 
Leon. Dar'ſt thou perl to think Tam dion? 
Alon. I know thee fo. 
_ Leon. This blow then to thy heart— 
[She tabs herſelf, he oe: to prevent her. 
Alan. Ho! Zanga! Iſabella! Ho! She bleeds! 
Deſcend, ye bleſſed angels, to afliſt her! 


Leon. This is the only way that I would wound thee, 


Though moſt n. Now think me _ fill. 


Enter ISABELLA. 5 


| Alon. "Dai her to inſtant help: The world | to fave 
her! | 

Leon. Unhappy man! well may'ſ thou gaze and 
5 tremble; 

But fix thy terror and amazement right h 
Not on my blood, but on thy own diſtraction. 
What haft thou done? Whom cenſur d 


WV hen thou hadſt cenſar'd, thou would'ſt fave her ne, 


O inconfiſtent! Should I live in ſhame, 
Or ſtoop to any other means but this, 
T' afſert my virtue? No; the who diſputes, 
| Admits it poſſible ſhe might be guilty: 
White aught but truth«could be my inducement. to it, 
While it might look like an excuſe to thee, 


I ſcorn'd to vindicate my innocence; 


Put now, [ let thy raſhwels yr, the wound - «*- 


Wh ich 


Thy cruel heart its fill? 
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* leaſt [ teel, is that my dagger made. 


[Iabella leads out Leonora. 
Alon. Hal Was this woman guilty! — and if not — 


How my thought darkens that way |: Grant, kind. 


heav'n, 


That ſhe prove guilty, or give Being end. 
Is that my hope then Sure, the ſacred duſt. 
Oft her that bore me trembles in its urn. 


Is it in man the ſore diſtreſs to bear, 
When hope itſelf is blacken'd to deſpair? 
When all the bliſs pant for, is to gain 2 
In hell a refuge from ſeverer pain? Exit Alonac. 


Enter ZAN CA. 


Zan. How ſtands the great account 'twixt me aud 
vengeance? 


- Though much is paid, yet ill ! it owes me much; 


And J will not abate a ſingle groan —— 
Ha! that were well—— but that were fatal too 


_ Why be it ſo—Revenge ſo truly great | 
Would eome too cheap, if bought with lefs than life. 


Come death, come hell, then; tis reſolv dz tis done. 


Enter ISABELLA. 9 5 
Wa Ah! Zanga, ſee me tremble: Has not yet 
Poor Leonora—— 
Zan. Welters in blood, and gaſps for her laſt breath: 


What then? We all muſt die. 


Ja. Alonzo raves; 


And in the tempeſt of his grief bas thrice 
Attemꝑted on his life: At length, diſarm'd, 


He calls his friends that ſave him, his worſt foes, 
And importunes the ſkies for ſwift perdition. 


Thus in his ſtorm of ſorrow. After pauſe, 
He ſtarted up, and call'd aloud for Zanga; 


ES. 
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For Zan ga rav'd; and ſee, he ſeeks you here, 
To learn that truth, which moſt he dreads to know. 


Zan. Be gone. Now, now, my foul, conſummate 


all. Ge [Exit Iſabelia. 


Enter ALON 20. 
Ahn. O Zanga ! 


Zan. Do not tremble ſo: but ſpeak; | 


Alon. I dare not. '. >. {Falls on him. 55 


Zan. You will drown me. with your tears. 
Alon. Have I not cauſe? 
Zan. As yet, you have no cauſe. 
Alon. Doſt thou. too rave? 
Zan. Your anguiſh is ta come: 
| You have been much abus d. 


Alon. Abus'd! By whom: 1755 


Zan. To know, were little comfort. 
Alen. O! *twere much. 
Zan. Indeed! 


Alen. By heav' n. 0 give him to my fury 1 


: Rey then, 'twas—.. | 
Aen. AmlT awake?: 
Zan. For ever. | 
Thy wife is guiltleſs ; that's one Oe ION to mes. 
And I, I let thee know it; that's another: 
I.urg'd Don Carlos to reſign his miſtreſs ; 
I-:forg'd the Letter; I diſpos'd the Picture; 


I hated; I geſpis d: and I deſtroy. 
Alon. Oh! 


Zan. Born for your uſe, I live but. to omg gl Y 


[ Sivorns. 


Zan. Why, this i is well—why, this is blow for blow. 5 


Where are you? Crown me, ſhadow me, with laurels, | 1 


Ye ſpirits, which delight in juſt Revenge:. 
Let Europe, and her pallid ſons, go weepʒ 
Let Africk, and her hundred thrones, rejoice. 


O my 


w. 


nate 


im. 


fo | 
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© my dear countrymen! look down, and ſee 


How I beſtride your proſtrate conqueror ! 
I tread on haughty Spain, and all her kings: 
But this is mercy; this is my indulgence; 


Tis peace tis refuge, from my indignation : 
I muſt awake him into horrors. Hot 


Alonzo, ho! the Moor is at the gate; 
Awake, Invincible, Omnipotent ! 


Thou who doſi all ſubdue. 


Alen. Inhuman flavet 

Zan. Fall'n Chriſtian, thou miſtak'ſt my character. 
Look on me. Who am 1? I know, thou fay'ſt + 
The Moor, a ſlave, an object, beaten ſlave: 


(Eternal woes to him that made me ſol) 


But look again. Has fix years cruel bondage 


Extinguiſh'd majeſty ſo far, that nought 
| Shines here, to give anawe of one above thee? 


When the great Moorifh king, Abdalla, fell, 

Fell by thy hand accurs'd, I fought faſt hy him * 
His ſonz tho, thro? his fondneſs, in difguiſe, 
Leſs to cnn me to th' ambitious fo. 
Ha ! Does it wake thee? O'er my father's corſe 5 
I ſtood aſtride, till J had clove thy creſt; 


And then was made the captive of a kn 


And ſunk into thy ſervant —— But Ol What, 
What were my wages? Hear not heay'n, nor earth! 


My wages were a blow ; —by heav'n, a blow; 


And from a mortal hand. 

Albn. O vilkin! villain! 

Zan. [Shewing a dagger. ] All ſtrife is Jain. 

Abn. Is thus my love return dꝰ 
18 this my recompence? Make friends of tigers! 
Lay. not your young, O mothers, on the breaſt, 
For fear they turn to ſerpents as they lie, „„ 

” oO And 
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And pay you for their nouriſhment with deatlt. 
Carlos is dead, and Leonora dying; . 
Both innocent, both murder d, both by me "2 
That heav'nly maid, which ſhould have liv'd for ever, 
At leaſt have gently ſlept her ſoul away; 
Whoſe life ſhould have ſhut up as evening flow'rs 
At the departing ſun — was murder'd ! murder'd.! 
O ithame! O guilt! O horror! O remorſe! 
O puniſhment | Had Satan never fell, 
Hell had been. made for me———©O Leonora! 
Zan. Muſt I deſpiſe thee too, as well as hate thee 
Complain of grief, complain thou art a man. Bo 
| Priam from fortune's lofty ſummit fell; Al 
Great Alexander *midſt his conqueſts mourn'd ; L A 
= 
I. 


Heroes and demi- gods have known their forrows; 
Cæſars have wept z and F have hal my blow > 
But 'tis reveng'd ; and now. my work is done: 
Pet, e'er I fall, be it one part of vengeance, 
To make evn ther confeſs that I am juſt; 
Thou ſeeſt a prince, whoſe father thou haſt ſlain; 
Whoſe native country thou haſt laid in blood; 
M hoſe ſacred perſon, oh! thou haſt prophan d; 
Whote reign extinguiſh'd : What was left to me 
So highly born? No kingdom, but Revenge; -. 
No treaſure, but thy tortures, and thy groans. 
Ef men ſhould aſk who brought thee to thy-end, 3 

Tell them the Moor, ande they will not deſpiſe thee: 
If cold white mortals cenſure this great dead. 
Warn them, they judge not of ſuperior beings, 
Souls made of fire, and children of the ſun, 
With whom Revenge is virtue. Fare thee 8 
Now, fully fati. 15 d, FE ſhould take leave: | 
But one thing grieves me; ſince thy death is near, 
I leave thee "_e example how to Wc | 


% 8 Sw, WO 1 8 


te 


A_TRAGEDY. ug 


£4. he is going 10 ſlab himſelf, Alonzo ruſhes upon him to 
prevent him. | Inthe mean time, Enter Alvurex, attend. 
eu. They diſarm and ſeize Zanga. Alonzo puts the 
dagger i in his boſom. © = 


Alon. yOu N thou ſhalt not eſcape by death. 
O father! 


Alva. O a Ifabella, . 
Touch'd with remorſe to ſee her miſtreſs” range, 


Tal all the dreadful tale. 


Alan. What groan was chat? 
Zan. As I have been a vulture to thy heart, 
So will I be a raven to thine ear, 
And true as ever ſnuff' d the ſcent of blood, 
As ever flapt its heavy wing againſt 
The window of the fick, 2 croak'd deſpair : 
Thy wife is dead. 
| [ Alvarez goes to the fide of the Haber a and returns. 
| Mos: The dreadful news is true. 
Alan. Prepare the rack; invent new torments for 
him. 
| Zan, This too is well. The ad and noble nnd 
Turns all occuręnce to its own advantage, 
And I'll make vengeance of calamity. I 
Were I not thus-reduc'd, thau would'ſt not Kos, 
That thus reduc'd, I dare defy thee ſtillk 
Torture thou may ſt; but thou ſhalt neꝭ er N me: 
Fhe blood will follow, where the knife is driven; 55 
The fleſh will quiver, where the pincers tear; 
And ſighs and cries by nature grow on pain: 
But theſe are foreign to the. ſoul: Not mine 
Fhe groans that iſſue, or the tears that fall; 
They diſobey me; on the rack:Licorn thee, 
As when my fauchion clove thy helm in 3 
Alva. Peace, villain! 
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Zan. While I live, old man, I'll ſpeak; 
3 well I know, thou dar'ſt not kill me yet; 
For that would rob thy blood-hounds of their * 
Alon. Who call'd Alonzo? 
Alva. No one call'd my ſon - 
Alon. Again |—' tis Carlos voice, and I 4 
[Sewing the dagger 5 
O how 1 laugh at all that this © can do! 
The wound that pain'd,. the wounds chat murder 
me, 
Were given before; Iam ir alesy d 44 
This only marks my body we! the grave. r Seaks himſelf: - 
Africk thou art-reveng'd O Leonora !— [ Dies. 
Zan. Good ruffians, * me dee my blood is 
yours; 
The wheel's prepar'd, and you hall have 1 az 
Let me but look one moment on the dead, 


It 
1 
V 
3 
A 


- And Pay yourſelves: with: gazing on my- Pangs. 


- 5 He goer to Alonzds body. . 
Is this Ao? Where 8 the haughty mien? 


Is that the hand which ſmote me? Heav'ns, how pale! | 
And art thou dead? So is my enmity; 
Ivar not with the duſt: The great, the proud, 
The conqueror:of Africk, was my foe. 
.-A lipn preys not upon carcaſſes. 
This was the only method to fubdae me: 
Terror and doubt fall. on me; all thy good 
Now blazes: all thy guilt is in the grave: 
Never had man ſuch funeral applauſe; 
If I lament thee, ſure thy worth was great. 
O vengeance! I have follow'd thee too far, 
: And tc to receive me hell blows all ber fires. . 
% OP [He is born off 
Aus. 


** 
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Ava. Dreadful effect of jealouſy ! a rage 

In. which the wiſe with caution will engage; 

Reluctant. long, and tardy to believe, 


= here, ſway'd by nature, we ourſelves deceive; . 
Where our own folly joins the villain's art, _ 


Aud each. man finds a Zauga in his heart. [ Exeuates. 


DPL. 


E PI L. OG UE. 


By a FRIEND. 


© UR Author fent me, in. an humble ftrain, 

To beg you'd blefs the offs Pring of his brain; 
And I, your proxy, promis'd, in your name, 
The Child ſhould live, at leaft Six days of fame ; 
I like the Brat; but flill his faults can find; 
And by the Parent's leave will ſpeak my mind. 

_ Gallants, pray tell me, do you think, tua: well, 

To let a willing maid lead apes in hell? 
You, nicer Ladies, ſhould you think it right 
To eat no ſupper -—on your Wi edding-night ? "* 


| Should Engliſh Huſbands dare io flarve their Wi ven, 


Be ſure, they'd lead maſt comfortable lives. 


But he loves miſchief, and, with groundleſs fears,. : | 


Mou d fun ſet loving couples by the ears: 
Moi d fpail the tender huſbands of our — 
3 y 4 4. g them. his vile outlandiſh: faſhion: 
But aue ve been taught, in our — 4 
That jealouſy, though juft, is till a crime, 
And ⁊uill be flill; for, (not to blame the plot 1 
That ſame Alonzo wwas a flupid fot, © 
o kill a bride, a miflreſs unenjoyd ; 
* were ſome excuſe, had the poor man been . 
To kill her on ſuſpicion, ere he knew. 
Whether the Peingus crune were falſe or true. — 
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The prieſt ſaid grace; ſbe met him in the bower, 
In hopes ſhe might anticipate an Hour: 
Love was her errand, but the hot-brain'd Spaniard, 
Inflead of Love=produc'd a filthy Poinard: 
Had he been wiſe at this their private meeting, 
The proof o th Pudding had been in the Eating : 
Madam had then been pleas d, and Don contented, 
And all this blood and murder been prevented. 
Britons, be wiſe, and, from this ſad example, 
Neer break a Bargain, but firft take a Sample. 
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A 


TRAGEDY. 


ACTED AT THE | 


THEATRE Royal in DavarLanG 


5 By His Malts rr's Servants. 


PRO 


PROLOGUE. 
Written by Mr. DODSLEY, 


And ſpoken by Mr. HA VA R D. 


o HE Tragic muſe, revolving many a page 

Of time's hong records drawn from every age, 
Forms not her plans on low or trivial deeds, 
But marks the ftriling — When ſome Hero bleeds 
To ſave his Country, then her powers inſpire, 
And fouls congemal catch the patriat fire — 
When bold oppreſſion grinds a ſuffering land; 
When the keen dagger gleams in murder's hand; 
When black conſpiracy infetts the throng ; 
Or fell revenge fits brooding ver his wrong ; 
Then walks ſhe forth in terror; at her frown 
Guilt ſhrinks appalPd, though ſeated on a throne. 
But the rack'd foul, when dark ſuſpicions rend. 
When Brothers hate, and Sons with Sires contend ; 
When claſhing intereſts war eternal wage: 
And Love, the tendereſt paſſion, turns ts Rage: 
T hen grief on every, viſage Hands inpreſt, 
And Pity threbs in every feeling breaſt: 
Hope, Fear, and Indignatisn, riſe by turns, 
And the flrong ſcene with various paſſion burns. 
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Such is cur tale :—Nor luſh, if tears fhould flow ; 


They're virtue's tribute paid to human woe . 
Such drops new luſtre to bright eyes impart ; 
The fulent witneſs of a tender heart : 
Buch drops adorn the nobleft Hero's check, © | 
And paint his worth, in  flrokes that more thun [peat : 
Not he 2vho cannot weep, but he who can, 
Shews the great foul, and proves himſelf a Man. 
Yet do not idly grizve at others pain, | ” 


Nor let the tears of nature fall in vain: 
Watch the cloſe crimes from whence their illi have g grown 


Aud from their frailties learn te mend your own. 


Dramatis 


1 , » * Fo r = « 7 5, „ - = <> . mem oF ge 

9 — 4 * 5 — 8 —.; 9 2 ” 1 1 _— 2 — «i - — R 4 2 © 3 Bus a _ % 22 x + * 2 05 © 3 ; BY Oe" 3 
— * — + No 1 . . A - — s ” 
* oy 9 * — r ⁰· . . ooo. 


n 


18 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
MEAN 
PHIL I, King of Macedon, Mr. Benny; 
PERSEVs, his elder Son, Mr. Mossoe; 
DemETRIVS, his younger Son, Mr. GarRicK; 


PERICLES, the Friend of PexsEus, Mr. BLAKEs; 
ANT1IGONUS, a Miniſter of Sate, Mr. Bux ToN; 


Drua4s, the King's Favourite, Mr. SimsoN; 
Pos rHUuius, ? Roman Ambaſ- (Mr. Wins roN E; 
Cuokriuovs 5 ſadors, Mr. MozEEN. 


WOMEN. 


: ERIXENE, the Thracian Princeſs, Mrs. BELLAMY; 


Her attendant, Miſs HI ISLE v. 
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ACT'L enn 
2 Enter CURTIUS and PosTHUMIUS. 


Co RTIUS. 


'H E R E's ſomething of magnificence about us 


I have not ſeen at Rome. But you can tell me. 
[Gazes round, 


Poſt. True : Hither ſent on former embaſſies, f 
I know this ſplendid court of Macedon, ; 1 
And haughty Philip, well. 

Curt. His pride preſumes 
To treat us here like ſubjects, more than Romans, 


More than ambaſſadors, who, in our boſoms, 
3 5 Bear 
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Bear peace and war, and throw him which we pleaſe, a 
As Jove his ſtorm, or ſunſhine, on his creatures. ; 
Pot. This Philip only, ſince Rome's glory roſe, 
Preſerves its grandeur to the name of king; ! 
Like a bold ſtar, that ſhews its fices by day. 
Jhe Greek, who won the world, was ſent before him, L 
As the grey dawn before the blaze of noon : 
Philip had ne'er been conquer'd, but by Romes | 4 
And what can fame ſay more of mortal man! 
Curt. I know his public character, 11 


Poſt. It pains me 

'Fo turn my thoughts on his domeſtic ſtate: 
Fs There Philip is no God; but pours his heart, 
Wi In ceaſeleſs groans, o'er his contending ſons ; | 
it And pays the ſecret tax of mighty men 
| To their mortality. 

Curt. But whence the ſtrife, 

' Which thus afflicts him? 

' ve. From this Philip's bed 

I Two Alexanders ſpring. 

l Curt. And but one world ? 
| if »Twill never do. 
1 
| 


poſt. They both are bright; but one 
Benignly bright, as ſtars to mariners; 
And one a comet with —_—— blaze, 
Denouncing ruin. Bo . 
Curt. You mean Perſeus. „ 
th Te A 
The younger ſon Demetrius, you well know, - : 
Was bred at Rome, our hoſtage from bis father. FEI | 
Soon after, he was ſent ambaſſador,Üÿ [. 
When Philip fear'd the thunder of our arms. 'T! 
| Rome's manners won him, and his manners Rome; Sh 
1 Who granted * declaring ſhe * Ba He 
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To his high worth, the conduct of his father. 
This gave him all the hearts of Macedon; 


Which, join'd to his high patronage from Rome, 


Inflames his jealous brother. 

__ Cert, Glows there not 

A ſecond brand of enmity ? 
Poſt. O, yes; 


The fair Erixene. 


Curt. I've partly heard 


Her ſmother'd ſtory. 


Pot. Smother'd by the king; 
And wiſely too. But thou ſhalt hear i it all. 


Not ſcals of adamant, not mountains whelm'd 


On guilty ſecrets, can exclude the day. 
Long burnt a fix'd hereditary hate 
Between the crowns of Macedon and Thrace; 


The ſword by both too much indulg'd in blood. 


Philip, at length, prevail'd: he took, by night, - 
The town, and palace, of his deadly foe _ 
Rulſh'd thro' the flames, which he had kindled round, 
And flew him, bold in vain : Nor reſted there; 
But, with unkingly cruelty, deſtroy'd 
Two little ſons within their mother's arms; 
Thus meaning to tread out thoſe ſparks of war, 
Which might ane day flame up to great revenge. 
The queen, through grief, on her dead ſons expir'd. 
One child alone ſurviv'd: A-female infant, 
Amid theſe horrors, in the cradle {mil'd; 
Curt. What of that infant: 

 Poft. Stung with ſharp:remorſe, -: * | 
The victor took, and. gave hetrto. ad 1 
The child was bred, and honour U, as her own : 
She grew, ſhe bloom' d; and now her eyes repay 
Her brothers? wounds on Philip's rival ſons. _ 
eo | H . | Curt. | 
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Curt. Is then Erixene that Thracian child ? 
How juſt the Gods! from out that ruin'd houſe 
Ie took a brand, to ſet his own on fire. 
Het. To give thee, friend, the whole in miniature 3 
This is the picture of great Philip's court: 
The proud, but melancholy king, on high, 
Majeſtic fits, like Jove enthron'd in darkneſs ; 
His ſons are as the thunder in his hand; 
And the fair Thracian princels is a ſtar, ® 
That ſparkles by, and gilds the ſolemn ſcene. 
[Shouts heat d. 
Tis their great day, ſupreme of all the year, 
The fam'd Luſtration of their martial powers; 
Thence for our audience, choſen by the king. 
If he provokes a war, his empire ſhakes, 
And all her lofty glories nod to ruin. 
Curt. Who comes? - 
Pf. O, that's the jealous elder brother3 ; 
Irregular | in manners, as in form. 
Obſerve the fire, high birth, and empire, kindle! 
Curt. He holds his conference with much emotion. 
_ Po}. The brothers both can talk; and, in their turns 
; Have borne away the prize of eloquence 
At Athens. Shun his walk: Our own debate 
1s now at hand. We'll ſeek his lion Sire, 
Who dares to frown on us his conquerors; 
And carries ſo much monarch on his brow, i 
” As * he d fright us with the wounds we gave him. 
[Exeunt. 


Enter 8 and PEnIcLEs. 
ws 'Tis empire! empire! empire! let that word 
Make ſacred all I do, or can attempt! 
Had I been born a ſlave, I ſhould affect i it: 
My nature's fiery, and, of courſe, es 
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Who gives an empire, by the gift defeats 
All end of giving; and procures contempt 4 
Inſtead of gratitude. An empire loſt, 
e; Deſtroy'd, would leſs confound me, than reſign” d 
Peric. But are you ſure Demetrius will attempt? * 
Perſ. Why does Rome court him ? ? For his vir- 
tues? No: 
To fire him to dominion ; To blow up 
A civil war; then to ſupport him in it: * 
He gains the name of king, and Rome the power? 
OY  Perie. This is indeed the common art of Rome. 
Ferſ. That ſource of juſtice through the wond'ring 
world! 

His youth and valour ſecond Rome's deſigns : 

The firſt impels him to preſumptuous hope; 

The laſt ſupports him in it. 'Then his perſon! 

Thy hand, O Nature. has made bold with mine, 
Yet more; what words diſtil from his red lip, 
Jo cull the multitude! and they make kings. 

Ten thouſand fools, knaves, cowards, lump'd together,. 
Become all-wiſe, all-righteous, and all- mighty. A 
Nor is this all: the fooliſh. Thracian mae ' 

refers the boy to me. F 

Peric. And does that pain you? = 

Perſ. O Pericles, to death. It is moſt true, 
Through hate to him, and not through love for her, 
I paid my firſt addreſſes; but became 

The fool I feign d: My ſighs are now ſincere. 

It ſmarts; it burns: O that twere fiction Kill! , 

By heaven, ſhe ſeems more beauteous than dominion. 

Peric. Dominion, and the princeſs, both a are loſt, 
| Valeſs you gain the king. 
| Perf, But how to gain him? 

Old. men love novelties; the laſt arriv'd. 


WY Still. 
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Still pleaſes beſt; the youngeſt ſteals their ſmiles. 
Peric. Dymas alone can work him to his pleaſure; 
Firſt in eſteem, and keeper of his heart. 
Perf. To Dymas thou; and win him to thy will. 
In the mean time Pl ſeek my double rival; 
Curb his preſumption, and ere& myſelf, 
In all the dignity of birth, before him. 
Whate'er can ſtir the blood, or fway the mind, 
oo at ſtake; and double is the lofs, 
When an inferior bears away the prize. 
Peric. Your brother, dreſs'd for the ſolemnity.. 
Perf. To Dymas fly! gain him, and think on this: 
A prince indebted, is a fortune made. 


Os DEMETRIUS. 


What pomps are due to this illuſtrious day? 
perſ. I am no gewgaw, for the throng to gaze: at: * 
Some are defign'd by nature but for ſnew; 
I be tinſel and the feather of mankind. 
Demet. Brother, of that no more: For ſhame, 
"oo 
Your glitt'ring arms, and lock like any Roman. 
© Parſe No, brother; let the Romans look like me, 
If they're ambitious, —But, I pr'ythee, ſtand; 
Let me gaze on thee: No inglorious e ! 
More Romano, as it ought to be. 5 
But what is this that dazzles my weak Gght? | 
There's ſunſhine in thy beaver. 
Demet. Tis that helmet 
| Which Alexander wore at Granicus. 


— 
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Wat world haſt thou ſubdu'd ? O, yes; the Fair. 
| T bink'ſt thou there could i in vacedon be found. 
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[Exit Pericles f 


8 How, brother! unattir'd! Have you forgot : 


| Perf. When he ſubdu d the world? Ha! is't not ſo? 


FOPTET No 
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No brow might ſuit that golden blaze, but thine! 


Demet. 1 wore it but to grace this ſacred day; 
Jar not for trifles 
Perſ. Nothing is a trifle 


That argues the preſumption of the ſoul. 
Demet. Tis they preſume, who know not to deſerve. 


Perſ. Or who, deſerving, ſcorn ſuperior merit. 


Demet. Who combats with a brother, wounds him- 
Wave private wrath, and ruſh upon the foes elf: 
Of Macedonia. 2 


_ Porſ. No; I would not wound 


_ - Demetrius” friends. 


Demet. Demetrius friends 
Perſ. The Romans. 


You copy Hannibal, our great ally ? 
Say, at what altar was you ſworn their foe ? 
Peace, making brother! Wherefore bring you peace, 
But to prevent my glory from the field? 
The peace you bring, was meant as war to me. 


Demet. Perſeus, be bold when danger's all your 
003 3G 
War now, were war with Philip more than Rome. 


perſ. Come, you love peace; that fair cheek hates a 
Lou that admire the Romans, break the bridge (ſcar; 
With Cocles, or with Curtius leap the gulph; | 


And league not with the vices of our foes. 
Demet. What vices? | 
_ Per. With their women, and their wits, 


| Your idol Lælius; Lælius the polite. 
I hear, Sir, you take wing, and mount in metre. 


Terence has own'd your aid, your comrade Terence. 


 God-like ambition! Terence there, the ſlave! 


Demet. At Athens bred, and to the arts a foe ? 


5 nerf At Athens bred, and borrow arts from Rome? 
905 75 H 4 Daune. 
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Demet. Brother, I've done: Let our contention. 
ceaſe : e | 
Our mother ſhudders at it in her grave: 
And how has Philip mourn'd? A dreadful foe, 
And awful king; but, O, the tend'reſt parent 
That ever wept in fondneſs o'er a child! DD, 
Perſ. Why, ay; go tell your father; fondly throw 


Your arms around him; ſtroke him to your purpoſe, 


As you are wont: I boaſt not ſo much worth. ; 

I am no picture, by the doating eye 

To be ſurvey'd, and hung about his neck. 

I fight his battles; that's all I can do. 

But if you boaſt a piety ſincere, 

One way you _y ſecure your father's peace: 
And one alone Reſign Erixene. 


Demet. You fatter me, to think her in my power. 1 5 


We run our fates together; you deſerve, 

And ſhe can judge; proceed we then like friends, 
And he who gains her heart, and gains it is: 

Let him enjoy his gen'rous rival's too. 

Perf. Smooth-ſpeaking, inſincere, inſulting, boy? 
Is then my crown uſurpt but half thy crime ? 
Deſiſt, or, by the gods that ſmile on blood, 

Not thy fine form, nor yet thy boaſted peace 
Nor patronizing Rome, nor Philip's tears, 
Nor Alexander's helmet; no, nor more, 
| His radiant form, ſhould it alight in thunder, 
Ard ſpread its new divinity between us, 
Should fave a brother from a brother's fury. [Exit N 


Demet. How's this? The wave ne'er ran thus high | 
Refegn thee! yes, Erixene, with life ! before. 


I hcu in whoſe eye, ſo modeſt, and ſo bright, 
Lore ever wakes, and keeps a veſtal fire, 
Ne” er ſhall I wean my fond, fond heart from thee. 
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But Perſeus warns me to rouze all my powers. 
As yet I float in dark uncertainty ; 
For, though ſhe ſmiles, I ſound not her deſigns. 
Pll fly, fall, tremble, weep upon her feet, 
And learn (O all ye gods) my final doom 
My father! Ha! and on his brow deep thought, 
And pale concern! Kind heav'n, aflwage his ſorrows, 


Which ſtrike a damp thro” all my flames of love. [Ex.. 


Enter KiNG and ANTIGONUS. 
2 Kings of their envy cheat a fooliſh world; 


Fate gives us all in ſpite, that we alone 


Might have the pain of knowing all is nothing; 


The ſeeming means of bliſs but heighten woe, 


When impotent, to make their promiſe good : 
Hence, kings, at leaſt, bid faireſt to be wretched. 
Antig. True, Sir; tis empty, or e all: 
The days of life are ſiſters; all alike; 

None juſt the fame ; which ſerve too fool us on 
Through blaſted hopes, with change of fallacy; 
While joy is, like to-morrow, {till to come: 
Nor ends the fruitleſs chace but in the grave. 
King. Ay, there, Antigonus, this pain will ceaſe, . 
Which meets me at the banquet; haunts my pillow; : 
Nor, by the din of arms, is frighted from me. 


| Conſcience, what art thou? Thou tremendous power- 


Who doſt inhabit us without our leave; 


And art, within ourſelves, another ſelf; 
A maſter-ſelf, that loves to domineer, 


And treat the monarch frankly as the ſlave. 


How doſt thou light a torch to diſtant deeds ? 
| Make the paſt, preſent; and the e, frown? 


How, ever and anon, awake the foul, 
As with a peal of thunder, to ſtrange horrors, . 
Ia this long reſtleſs * which idiots hug, 
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Nay, wiſe men flatter with the name of life? 
Antig. You think too much. 
King. 1 do not think at all: 8 
The gods impoſe, the gods inflict, my thoughts; 
And paint my dreams with! images of dread. 
| Laſt night, in fleep, I ſaw the Thracian queen, 
And her two murder*d ſons. She frown'd upon me, 
And pointed at their wounds. How throby'd my 
heart! | 
How ſhook my couch! And, when the morning came, 
Ihe formidable picture ſtill ſubſiſted, 
And ffowly vaniſh'd from my waking « eye. 
1 fear ſome heavy vengeance hangs in air, 
And conſcious deities infuſe theſe thoughts, 
To warn my ſoul of her approaching doom. 
| The gods are rigid when they weigh ſuch deeds 
As ſpeak a ruthleſs heart; they meaſure blood 
By drops, and bate not one in the rear. 
Could infants hurt me? Twas not like a king. 
Alntig. My lord, I do confeſs the gods are with | us; 
Stand at our ſide in ev ry act of life; 
And on our pillow watch each ſecret thought ; 3 
Nay, ſee it in its embryo, yet unborn. 
But their wrath ceaſes on remorſe for guilt. et 
And well I know your ſorrows touch your ſons; _ 
Nor is it poſſible but time muft quench | 
Their flaming ſpirits in a father's tears. 
King. Vain comfort! I this moment overheard | 
My jarring ſons with fury ſhake my walls. | 


Ah! why my eurſe fromthoſe, that ought to bleſs me! 


The queen of Thrace can anſwer that fad yon : 
She had two ſons; And ſo have I. 


Misfortune ſands with her bow ever 8 


1 


c 
2 
\ 


—_— JT es. 4 


ne, 
my 


ame, 


u us; 


wo 


»AA TRAGEDY... 179 
Over the world; and he who wounds another, 
Directs the goddeſs by that part he wounds, 


Where to ſtrike deep her arrows in himſelf, 


Antig. 1 own, I think it time your ſons receive 


A father's awful counſel; or, while here, 
Now weary nature calls fr kind repoſe, 


Your curtains will be ſhaken with their broils 


And, when you die, fon's blood may ſtain your tomb, 
But other cares demand you now: The Romans. 


King. O change of pain The Romans? Periſh Rome! 
Thrice happy they, who ſleep in humble life, 


Beneath the ſtorms ambition blows. Tis meet 


'The Great ſhould have the tame of happineſs, 
The conſolation of a little envy ; 


' ris all their pay for thoſe ſuperior cares, 
Thoſe pangs of heart, their vaſſals ne'er can feel. 
Where are theſe ſtrangers! Firſt I'll hear their tale; 

Then talk in private with my ſons. 


Aulig. But how 


Intends my lord to make his peace with Rome 33 


King. Rome calls me fiery: Let her find me ſo! 


Aux. O Sir, forbear! Too late you felt Rome” 'S 


POWer. 


King. Yes, and that 3 ſtings me more than ever 
5 To curſe, and hate, and hazard all againſt her. 


Antig. Hate her too much to give ber battle now 3; 


Nor to your godlike valour owe your ruin. 


Greece, Theſſaly, Illyrium, Rome has ſeiz d; 


Jour treaſures waſted, and your phalanx thinn'd: 
Should ihe proceed, and ſtrike at Macedon. 


What would be left of empire : | 
King. Philip: All. 8 
Pll take my throne. Send in theſe 1 
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T u. E BROTHERS, 
Pensk us, DEMETRIUS, courtiers, &c. attending. 
Po3THUMIUSard CURTIUS, the Roman — 


enter. Trumpets found. The KING aſcends the throne. 
49ſt. Philip of Macedon So theſe complaints 


Dur friends groan out, and you have heard at large, 


Rome now expects an anſwer. She ſits judge, 


And will have right on earth. 


King., EAxpects an anſwer | 


I. ſo thall anſwer, as becomes a king: 


| Poſt. Or more, Sir; as becomes a friend of Rome. 
ing. Alexander's heir, to riſe ſtill higher. | 


| But to the purpoſe. Thus a king to thoſe - 


That would make kings, and * them aut at plea- 
ſure: 


Has Philip done amiſs.? "Twas you provok'd him. 


My cities, which deſerted in my wars, 


1 thought it meet to puniſh ; You deny'd me. 


When I had ſhook the walls of Marena, 


Lou pluckt me thence, and took the taken town: 
Then you ſent word I ſhould retire from Greece, 
A conqueſt at my door, by nature minevm 


And ſaid, Here end thy realm, as ye were gods: 
And gods ye ſhall be, ere Rome humbles me. 


All this is done; yet Philip is your friend 


If this buys friendſhip, where can you find foes 1 


In ͤ what regard will ſtern Rome look upon me? 
as a friend, too precious let her hold 


Her. own eſteem, to caft a ſtain on mine- 


If as an enemy, let her proceed, 


And do as ſhe has done; ſhe need no more. 


Poſt. The Romans hs no wrong, yet ſtill are men: * 
And if to-day an error tawarts their en, 

To-morrow ſets it right: ' 

D and the pride that waits on a kings, 


tor 


FA r 


_ AM 4s +. 


Ne. 


lea-- 


en: 


Since thus you treat us, 
Why here detain you; priſoner of your power, 
T is daughter, who was once Rome's good ally, 


(OF which, och his words too 3 ſavour) 
Humility to Rome will lead him to it: 


She can give more than common kings can govern. 


King. Than common kings? Ambatlador ! remem- 
ber 


Cann Where firſt my ſword was fluſht with blood. 


Dem. [ Afede to the King. } My lord, forbear. 
King. And Hannibal ftill lives. 

P:/?. Becauſe he fled at Capua. 

King. There indeed, 


LI was not with him. 0 


Poſt. Therefore he fled aloe 
hear another charge: 


The king of Thrace? Why is ſhe not reſtor'd? 


For our next meeting you'll provide an anſwer. 


What now. has paſs d, for his ſake we forgive. 
[Painting to Demetrius. . 
But mark this. well: There lies ſome little diſtance, 


Philip, between a Roman and a king, [Exeunt Romans. 


King. How ſay'ſt, unſceptred boaſter! This to me ! 
With Hannibal I cleft yon alpine rocks; 


With Hannibal choak'd Thraſymene with feng, | 


But, O the night. of _Cannz's raging field! 


When half the Roman ſenate lay in blood 
Without our tent, and groan'd as we.carous'd! 


Immortal gods! for ſuch another hour! 

Then throw my carcaſe to the dogs of Rome. 
Antig. Sir, you forget your ſons. 
* Let all withdraw. 

[Exeumt all but the King and bis fons. | 


” © Two paſſions take up all my ſoul; 


(or 


Hatred te * and tenderneſs. for chem. | 
Draw 
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Draw near, my ſons, and liſten to my age. 

By what has paſs'd, you ſee the ſtate of things : 'Z 

Foreign alliance muſt a king ſecure; 

And inſolence ſuſtain to ſerve his power: 

And if alliances with Rome are needful, 

Much more among ourletves. If | muſt bear, 
 Uamov'd, an inſult from a ſtranger's brow, 

Shall not a brother bear a brother's look 

Without impatience? Whither all this tends, 

T m ſorry that your conſcious hearts can tell you: 
ls it not moſt ſevere? Two ſons alone 

Have crown'd my bed; and they two are not bro 

Look here, N from my kind wk to you, 
Copy ſuch looks as you ſhould bear each other. 

Why do I ſigh? Do you not know, my fons ? 

And if you do O let me ſigh no more! 

Let theſe white hairs put in a claim to peace! 


Per/. Henceforth, my ſole contention with my 
brother 


Is this; which beſt obeys our facher s will. 
Demet. Father, if fimple nature ever ſpeaks 
In her own language, ſcorning uſeleſs words, 
You ſee her now; ſhe ſwells into my eyes. 
I take thee to my heart; I fold thee in it. 
| © [Embracing Perſous 
Our father bids; and that we drank one milk, Een, 
Is now the ſmalleſt motive of my love. 
Ling. Antigonus, the joy their mother felt 
When they were born, was faint to what I feel. 
Demet. See brother, if he does not weep! His love 
— Runs o'er in venerable tears. I'm rude; 
But nature will L prevail — king! My father! 
wt . | CEmbracinge = 
Perſe || 


ro- 


m 


erſous. 


s love 


+ 
racmmge 


Perf 


Perſe [Afide.) Now cannot I let fall a ſingle tear. 
King. See! the good man has caught it too. 
Antig. Such tears, 


And ſuch alone, be ſhed in Macedonia! 


King. Be not thou, Perſeus, jealous of thy brother 


Nor thou, Demetrius, prone to give him cauſe ; 


Nor either think of empire till Pm dead. 


| You need not: you reign now; my heart is yours. 
Sheath your reſentments in your father's peace; 
Come to my boſom both, and ſwear it there. 


[Embracing his ſont. 
| Antig. Look down, ye gods, and FRange me, if 
you can, 
This fight for one more lovely. What ſo feet, 
So beautiful, on earth, and, ah! ſo rare, 


As kindred love, and family repoſe ! 


'This, this alliance, Rome, will quite undo thee. 
See this proud Eaſtern monarchs! and look pale! | 
" Armies are routed, realms o'er-run by this. 
Ling. Orifleagu'd worlds ſuperior forces * 
I rather die a Father, than a King. 
Fathers alone, a Father's heart can know; 
| What ſecret tides of till enjoyment flow, 
When brothers love! But if their hate ſucceeds, 
5 72 wage fl the Was: but? tis the Father bleeds. 


End of the FI R $T Ac r. 
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Enter PE RSEU Ss. 


Ps R$2EU "Ro 
* N 7 HY loiters my ambaſſador to Dymas? 


A friendſhip offer'd from an n heir of empire. 
But Pericles returns... 


Ts Dymas ours? 


tier; 

Dymas i is now for you, now for your brother; 
For both, and neither: He's a ſummer- inſect, 
And loves the ſunſhine: On his gilded wings, 


And ſing his flatteries to both alike: 
I he ſcales once fix d, he'll ſettle on the winner, 
And ſwear his pray'rs drew down the victory — 
| But what ſucceſs had you, Sir, with your brother? 
Perf. All, all my hopes are at the point of death! 
The boy triumphant keeps his hold in love: 
He's ever warbling nonſenſe in her ear, 
With all th' intoxication of ſucceſs. 
Darkneſs incloſes me; nor ſee I light 
From any quarter dawn, but from his death. 


| yours ? 
Perf. Reſolves on mine! | 
Peri. Have you not ; mark'd the princeſs 


His greatneſs will not ſure preſume to ſcorn 


Enter Peri, Jes. 


Peric. He's cautious, Sir; ; he's ſubtle ; he's a cour- 


| While the ſcales waver, be li fly doubeful round you; 


| Peric. Why ſtart at his. ceath, — reſolves on 


You 


re 


[eve 


our- 


1 
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Tou have: With what a beam of majeſty 

Her eye ſtrikes ſacred awe! It ſpeaks her mind 

Exalted, as it is. Whom loves ſhe then? 

Demetrius? no; Rome's darling; who, no doubt, 

Dares court her with your empire. And ſhall Perſeus. 

Survive that loſs? ——— Thus he reſolves your death. 
Perſ. Moſt true. What crune then to ſtrike firſt ? 

But how ? 5 


Or when? or where? O Pericles! aſi me. 


Peric. Tis dangerous, 
Perſ. The fitter then for me. 
Peric. Wait an occaſion that befriends your vithes. 
Perſ. Go, fool, and teach a cataract to creep ! 
Can thirſt of empire, vengeance, beauty, wait? 
Peric. In the mean time, accept a {tratagem 
That muſt ſecure your empire, or your love. 
Your brother's Roman friendihips galls no leſs _ 
The king, then you: He dreads their conſequence, 
Dymas hates Rome; and Dymas has a daughter. 
How can the king ſo powerfully fix 
Demetrius? faith, as by his marriage there? 
For Dymas, thus (Rome's ſworn, eternal foe). 
Becomes a ſpy upon his private life, 
And ſurety for his conduct. 
Perſ. True But thus 
Our art defeats itſelf. My brother gains 


The favourite, and ſo ſtrengthens in his treaſon. 


Ferie. Think you, he'll wed her? No; the princeſs. 
— 


Makes no ſuch ſhort-liv'd conqueſt. He'll refuſe, 
And thus effect what I have ſtrove in vain: 


Yes, he'll refuſe; and Dymas, in his wrath, 


Will lift for us, and vengeance—— Then the king 
Will, doubtleſs, much reſent. his ſon's refufal; 


And 
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And thus we kindle the whole court againſt him. 
Per/. My precious friend, I thank thee. Itake wing 
On ardent hope: I think it cannot fail. 

Go, make thy court to Dymas with this ſcheme: 
Begone —Erixene '—T'll feed her pride [ Looking out: 
Once more; but not expend my breath in vain 
This meeting ſtamps unalterable fate; 

- will wed her, or vengeance. 
| Enter Erixene and Delis. 
O Erixene! 
O princeſs ! colder than your Thracian ſnows! © 
See Perſeus, who ne'er ſtoop'd but to the gods, 
Proſtrate before you. Fame. and Empire ſue. 

Why have I ranch ? Becauſe you are fair, 
What's Empire ? But a title to adore you. 

Why do I number in my lineage high | 
Heroes and gods? That you, ſcarce lels divine, | Ti 
Without a bluſh may liſten to my vows. 5 

My anceſtor ſubdu'd the world. I dare 


Beyond his pride, and graſp at more, in you. . De 
Obdurate maid ! or turn, or I expire. 1 
Erix. If love, my lord, is choice, who loves in vain Su 
Should blame himſelf alone; and if "tis fate, He 
Tis fate in all: Why then your blame on me? Ar 
My crown's precarious, thro' the chance of war; Fe; 
But ſure my heart's my own. Each villager 5 | 
Is queen of her affections, and can vent  _| Bu 
Her arbitrary ſighs where-c'er the pleaſes. rs 


Shall then the daughter of a race of 3 | 
Perſ. Madam, you juſtly blame the chance of war: No 


The gods have been unkind: I am not ſo. | ob 
No! Perſeus comes to counterbalance fatez; _ | 
| Thrace ne'er was er. — you ſmile on me— || - 


Suent! 


che. 


ir « 


vain 


icant! - 
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Silent! obdurate till! as cold as death! 
But 'tis Demetrius 
Erix. Prince, I take your meaning. 
But, if you truly think his worth prevails, 
How ſtrange is your requeſt! 
Perſ. No, Madam, no; 
Though Love has hurt my mind, I till can n judge 
What ſprings the paſſions of the Great controul. 
Ambition i is firſt miniſter of ſtate; 
Love's but a ſecond in the cabinet; 
Nor can he feather there his unfledg'd ſhaft. 
But from ambition's wing: But you conceive 
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More ſanguine hopes, from him whom Rome ſupports, 


Than me. You view Demetrius on my throne 

And thence he ſhines indeed. His charms from | 
thence „ | 

Tranſpierce your ſoul, enamour'd of deminien. 2, 
Erix. Why now you ſhew me your on 8 4 

ſteem ! 1 5 = 

Demetrius? guilt alone has 3 for me; 1 N 

'Tis not the prince, but traitor, wins my love, — 

Such inſults are not brook'd by royal minds, 

Howe'er their fortunes ebb; and though 1 mourn, 

An orphan, and a captive, gods there are- 

Fear then an orphan's and a captive's wrong. 
Perf. Your cruel treatment of my paſſion 

But I'll not talk. This, Madam; only 3 

Think not the nts. the curſed cauſe of all, 

Shall laugh ſecure, and triumph in my pangs ? 

No; by the torments of an heart on fire, 

She gluts my vengeance; who defrauds my love! 15 

I Exit. 

Erix. What have I done? In what a whirlwind. 


e 
* Has 
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Flas ſnatch'd him hence on ill ? 1 frown on Perſeus, 
And kill Demetrius. 
Delia. Madam, fee ! the prince. 
Enter DEMETR1Us. 
Eris. Ah, prince! the tempeſt, which ſo long has 
lowr'd, | 
Is now full ripe, and burſting o'er your head. 
This moment Perſeus' malice flam'd before me 
Victorious rage broke through his wonted guard, 
And menac'd loud your ruin. Fly 0 * 5 
This inſtant. 3 
Dem. To what WIE : 
Erix. Rome extends 
Her longing arms to claſp you for her own. 
Dem. Madam, *tis prudent ; I confels it is: 
But is it loving as true lovers ought, 
Jo be ſo very prudent in our love? 
l boaſt not ſo much wiſdom: I prefer 
| Death at your feet, before the world without you. 
Eri. In danger thus extreme 
Dem. Oh! moſt belov'd! 
Lov'd you like me, like me would you diſcern, 
That [ but execute my brother's purpoſe 
By ſucha flight. At this bis clamour, rage, 
And menace aim, to chace a rival hence, | 
And keep the field alone. Oh! ſhall I leave TRY 
To gaze whole days; to learn to read your eye; 8 
To ſtudy your delights; to chide the wind's 
Too rude approach; to bid the ground be ſmooth; 
To follow, like your ſhadow, where you go; 
Tread in your ſteps; perhaps—to touch your band. 
O death! to miniſter in little things; 
From half a glance to propheſy your will, 
Aud do it, ere well form'd i in your own mind? ? 


| Gods 


has 


1. 


Gods! 
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Gods! gods! while worlds divide me from my prin- 
That, ſhould ſhe call, Demetrius gry grow old, [cels, 
Ere he could reach her feet. 

Erix. If Perſeus love : 
Pains you, it pains me more. Is your heart griev'd? 
Mine is tormented : But fince Philip's ſelf 
I love's great advocate, a flat refuſal 1 
But blows their rage, and haſtens your deſtruction. 
Had I not hat to fear? were you ſecure! 
I'd eaſe my boſom of its full diſdain, 25 
And daſh this bold preſumer on his birth. 
But, ſee! the grand proceſſion. 
Dem. We muſt join it. 
Enter the KING, PRask u s, Romans, ANTIGONUs, 9's, 
King. Let the proceſſion halt! and here be paid, 
Before yon flaming altar, thanks to heav'n, 
That brings us ſafe to this auſpicious day! - 
The great Luſtration of our martial powers, 
Which, from its diſtant birth to preſent time, 
Unfolds the glories of this ancient empire, 
And throngs the pride of ages in an hour. 
Poſt. [ Pointing.) What fſigure's 5 O Philip? 
which precedes? . _ 
King. The founder of our Empire, furious ſon 
Of great Alcides. We're ally'd to heav'n ; 
And you, I think, call Romulus a god. 
'That, Philip, ſecond of our name ; and "LO 
© bend with awe to him, whoſe red right hand 
Hurl'd proud Darius like a ſtar from heav'n, 
With leſſer lights around him, flaming down, 
And bid the laurell'd ſons of Maredonls . 
Drink their own Ganges. 
= 14 de to Demetr; . Give him i helmet, 
ether, 


. 
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King. {To his fons.} You lead the gs that j join 
in mock encounter; 

And in no other may you ever meet ! : 
But march one way, and drive the world before you. 
The victor, as our ancient rites decree, 5 
Muſt hold a feaſt, and triumph in the bowl. 
Doemet, I long, my lord, to fee the charge begin; 
The brandiih'd Salbe, and the claſhing helm, 


Though but in ſport ; it is a ſport to men. 


Raw Alexander thus began his fame, 

And overthrew Darius, firſt, at home. 

We'll practiſe o'er the plans of future conqueſts, 
While neighbouring nations tremble at our play; 
And own the fault in fortune, not in us, 

That we but want a foe to be immortal 
' Perf. You have ſupply'd my wants I thank 1 
SR |  - 

King. [LRiſing, and coming om at c. 


H ov vain all outward effort to ſupply 
The ſoul with joy! The noon-tide ſun is dark, 


And muſic diſcord, when the heart is low : 
Avert its omen! What a damp hangs on me! 
The ſprighly tuneful airs but ſkim along 
The ſurface of my ſoul, not enter there : 
She does not dance to this inchanting ſound. 
How, like a broken inſtrument, beneath _ 
The ſkilful touch, my joyleſs heart lies dead! 
Nor anſwers to the maſter's hand divine! 
Ang. When men once reach their nn, fickly 
joys 
Fall off apace, as yellow leaves from trees, 
At ev'ry little breath misfortune blowsz 
Till, left quite naked of their happineſs, 
In the chill blaſts of winter they expire. 


This 
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This is the common lot. Have comfort then; 


Your grief will damp the triumph. 
King. It is over. 
Hear too, the trumpet calls us to the field, 
And now this phantom of a fight begins. 
Fair princeſs, you and I will go together. 
As Priam and bright Helen did of old, 
To view the war. Tour eyes will make them bolder, 
And raiſe the price of victory itſelf. 


[All go out but Perſeus, who has obſerved Demir | 
and Erixene all this time e and flays behind 
thoughtful and diſturbed. 


_ Perf. Before my face ſhe feeds him with her ſ miles: 
The king looks on, nor diſapproves the crime; 
And the boy takes them as not due to me, 
Without remorſe, as happy as ſhe'll make him. 
Perith all three! I'll ſeek allies elfewherez 
Father and brother, nay, a miſtreſs too. 
Deſtrufion riſe! Though thou art black as night 
Thy mother, and as hideous as deſpair ; 

I'll claſp the thus, nor think of woman more. 
How the boy doats, and drinks in at his eyes 
Her poiſon! O to ſtab him in her arms! 

And yet do leſs than they have done to me. 


Enter PERICLES, 
Peric. Where i is my prince: The nation” s on the 
wing; 
No boſom but enults no hand but hw 
A garland, or a trophy : And thall — 
. . ! 
© FShours within. 
. Hear how with ſhouts they rend the Kies! 
Fer. Give me "my vengeance! 
Per er ic — 
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Peric. Forty thouſand men. | 
In poliſh'd armour, ſhine againſt the ſun. I 
Perſ. Dare but another word, and not of venge- 
- ance, 
And I will uſe thee, as I wou'd—my brother. 14 
Peric. Vengeance! on Whom! a, F. 
rr. On him. HT 
Peric. What vengeance? | 1 
Perf. Blood. 
Per ice Tis yours. EY I v 
Perſ. What god will ive it me? 7 8 Þ 04 
Peric. You own right hand. Ln Y. 
Perſ. I dare not—for my father. 2 
. Peric. You ſhall dare. | "8 
Perſ. Shalt thou dare give encouragement to r 0 
ſeus? wy 
Vafold thy purpoſe ; T1 outſhoot the mark. : - 
| Peric. Where are you going? — 
Perſ. To the mock encounter. F 
Peric. What more like mock encounter than the Gre 
: rae? -- Old 
Perſe Enough —He' 5 dead Tas accident; ; 'twas 8. 
„„ P 
No matter what. Ten thouſand hare the 8 The 
Peric. Hold, Sir! I had wear? ITha 
I be troops are ſearch'd; and foils alone are worn, Irne 
| Inſtead of ſwords. Ons. lieon 
Perſ. An oſier were enough _— © 
Who pains my heart, plants thunder i in my hand, 3 
Peric. But ſhould this fail— EE L 
_ Perf. Impoſſible! Z x 
Peric. But, ſhould it, ” 1 
The banquet follows. „%% "Ur 
| Perſ. Poiſon in his wine. 3 euch 
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thank the gods! my ſpirits are reviv'd l. 
{ draw immortal vigour from that bowl! 
Peric. Nay, ſhould both fail, the field and 1 
too, 
All fails not; fairer hopes to fair ſucceed: 
For know, my lord, the king receiv'd with joy 
The marriage-fcheme, and ſent for Dymas' daughter, 
Perſ. Then there's a ſecond bowl of poiſon for him. 
Peric. Yet more: This ev'ning thofe ambaſſadors, 
Whieh Philip ſent to Rome, beneath the name 
Of public bufineſs, but, in truth, to learn : 
Your brother's conduct, ate expected home. 
 Perſ. Thoſe whom I ſwore, before they parted hence, 
In dreadful ſacraments of wine and blood, 
To bring back ſach reports, as ſhou'd deſtroy him: : 
And what if, to complete our ſecret plan, 
We feign a letter from his friend the conſul, 
To ſtrengthen our am baſſadors' report? 
Herio. That care, my lord, be mine: I know a Enave, 
Grown fat on forgery ; he'll counterfeit 
Old Quintius hand and ſeal, by former letters 
Sent to the king; which you can gain with eaſe. 
Perſ. Obſerve—This morning, at their i interview, 
The Romans, in effect, mform'd the king, 
That Thrace was theirs, and order'd him, reſtore 


| IThe princeſs. This will give much air of truth, 


If our forg'd letters ſay the Romans crown 
Demetrius king of Thrace, and promiſe more. 


I Peric. My lord it ſhall be done. 


Perſ. All cannot . Tete. N 
Peric. The trumpets ſound; the troops are mounted. : 
Per/. Vengeance! 


sscet vengeance calls: Nor ever calbd a god 


fuch ſwift obedience: Like the rapid wheel, 
thank | 1 


in 


- 
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I kindfe in the courſe; I'm there alrcady; e A 
Snatch the bright weapon; bound into my ſeat : St 
Strike; triumph; ſee him gaſping ou the ground, Fr 
And life, love, empire, ſpringing from his wound. A 
When godlike ends, by means unjuſt, ſucceed, W 
The n reſult adorns the daring deed. | O 
Virtue's a ſhackle under fair diſguiſe, Be 

To fetter fools, while we bear off the prize. Tc 
Exeunt. I. 
E nn „„ Sp 

= : 2 Th 

A e 1 I. 8 CEN © = 2 

. „ 
Enter Pen on0s. N Th 
PERSEUS. | 5 18 

40 WARDS ini ill, like cowards in the field, - Be 

Are ſure to be defeated. To ſtrike home, I Th 

In both, is prudence: Guilt, begun, muſt fly TY 1 

| 7 0 ule conſummate, to be ſafe. Mi 
. PERICLES. 5 2 

e My lord- 15 
Perſ. Diſturb not my Aubade; ; they eine Fr T ; 

The beaten track, the common path of pray r— a= 
Te pow'rs of darkneſs! that rejoice in ill; PRs 
All ſworn by Styx, with peſtilential blaſts | Ws 
Is 0 wither every virtue in the bud; 3 
F 


Jo keep the door of dark conſpirac, N . 
And ſnuff the grateful fumes of human bloed“! | Be 
From ſulphur blue, or your red beds of fire, 
Or your black ebon thrones, auſpicious riſe ; 
WW © | F ; . | | And 


int. 


And 


Hear, and applaud. 
Speak is the letter forg'd ? 
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And burſting through the barriers of this world, 
Stand in dread contraſt to the golden ſun; 

Fright day-light hence with your infernal ſmiles, 
And howl aloud your formidable joy, 

While I tranſport you with the fair record 

Of what your faithful miniſter has done, 

Beyond your inſpiration, ſelf-impell'd, 

10 ſpread your empire, and ſecure his own. 

Now, Pericles! proceed: 


Peric. This moment; and might cheat 
The cunning eye of jealouſy itſelf. 

Perf. Tis well: Art thou d of what hath paſt | 
Since laſt we parted ? 


Peric. No, my lord. 
Perf. Then rouſe 


Thy whole attention: Here we are in private: 
Know then, my Pericles, the mock encounter 
I turn'd, as taught by thee, to reab rage. 
But blaſted be the cowards which 1 led * ! 
They wenden at a boy. 
Peric. Hal 
Per/. Mark me well: 
The villains fled; but ſoon my prudence turn d 
To good account that momentary ſhame. 
Thus -I pretended *twas voluntray flight 
To ſave a brother's blood ; accuſing him 
As author of that conflict 1 declin'd, 
And he purſu'd with ardour and ſucceſ 8. 
Peric. That's artful. What enſud? 
Perſ. The banquet follow'd, _ 
Held by the victor, as our rites require; 
To which his eaſy nature, ſoon appeas'd, - 
Invited me. I went not; but ſent ſpies 2 
p e 155 {| 
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To learn what paſs di which ſpies, bye chance detected, 1 
(Obſerve me) were ill us'd. 

Peric. By whom? your brother? 

Perſ. No; by his ſons of riot. He ſoon after, 
Not knowing that my ſervants were abus d, 

Kind, and gay-hearted, came to viſit me. 
They, who miſus'd my ſpies, for ſelf-defence, 
Conceal'd their arms beneath the robes of peace. 
Of this inform'd, again my genius ſerv'd me 

Doric. You took occaſion, from theſe few in arms, 
To charge a murderous aſſault on all. 

Perſ. True, Pericles: but mark my whole 4 ; 
Againſt my brother ſwift I bar my gates z. 5 
Fly to my father; and, with artful tears, _ 
Accuſe Demetrius ; fr/2 of turning ſports, _. '\ 

And guiltleſs exerciſe, to mortal ragez 
Then, of inviting me (ſtill blacker: guilt !) 
| To ſiniling death in an envenom'd bowl; 
And, 4%, that, both theſe failing, mad with rage, 
He threw his ſchemes of baffled art afide, 
And with arm'd men avow'dly ſought my life. 
Peric. Three ſtartling articles, and well concerted, 
Following each other in an eaſy: train, 
With fair ſimilitude of truth! But, 11 
How bore your father? 
Perſ. Oh ! he ſhook ! he fell! 
Nor was his fleeting ſoul recall'd with eaſe. 
Peric. What ſaid he, when recover' 42 AEST 

Perf. His reſolve - | 1 
I know not yet; but, ſee, his minion \ eonies ; 7 

And comes perhaps to tell me—But Pl £05 . 
Suſtain my part, and echo loud my wrongs. off no 
Nought n ene * . 1 
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| If he brings aught of moment, you'll. inform me: 


LA. Perſetts goes off, he i is ſe; "EY * 
Enter DyMas. © 
Peric. How fares the king ? 


Dym. Ev'n' as an aged oak 


Puſht to and fro, the labour of the ſtorm; 


Whoſe largeſt branches are ſtruck off by thunder; 


Yet till he lives, and on the mountain groans; 
| Strong in afflition, awful from his wounds, 
And more rever'd in ruin, than in glory. 


Peric. I hear prince Perſeus has accus'd his Wecker 
Dym. True; and the king 8 commands are now 
gone forth. 


To throw them both in chains ; for farther thought 
Makes Philip doubt the truth of Perſeus' charge. 


| Peric. What then is his deſign? 
Dym. They both this hour 


Muſt plead their cauſe before him: Nay, dready, 
His nobles, judges, counſellors, are met; 
And public juſtice wears her ſterneſt form: 
A more momentous trial ne er was known; 
Whether the pleaders you ſurvey as brothers, 
Or princes known in arts, or fam'd for arms; 
Whether you ponder, in their awful judge, 


The tender parent, or the mighty king. 85 
Greece, Athens hears the cauſe; The great reſult 


E life, or death; is infamy, or fame. [T: rumpets, 


Peric. What trumpets theſs? | | 
Dy They ſummon to the court. ” Bxeunt: 


SCE NE draws ; the Court, King, Se. 


Enter Dr MAS, and takes his place by ; the King. 
Ling. Bring forth the priſoners, 


; Strange trial this! Here ſit I whats. | 


4 Which 
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Which vital limb to lop, nor that to fave, 

But render wretched life more wretched ſtill. 

What ſee I, but heav'n's vengeance, in my ſons? 
Their guilt a ſcourge for mine: Tis thus mea” n writes 


Its awful meaning, plain in human dad 
And language leaves to man. 


Enter PexSEUS and DEMETRIUS, in chains, from 


d Gerent ſidet of the flage ; Perſeus followed by Pericles, 


and De r by Antigonus. 


Dm. Dread Sir, your ſons. 

King. I have no ſons; and that I ever had, 

Is now my heavieſt curſe: And yet what care, | 

What pains, I took to curb their riſing rage! 

How often have I rang d through hiſtory 

Io find examples for their private uſe? '' 
The Theban brothers did I ſet before them 

What blood! what deſolation! but in vain! 

For thee, Demetrius, did I go to Rome, | 
And bring thee patterns thence of brother's love 5. 
The Quintii, and the Scipio's: but in vain! 
If Pm a monarch, where is your obedience ? 

If I'm a father, where's your duty to me ? 

If old, your veneration due to years? 

But I have wept, and you have ſworn, i in vain ! 

I hag your ear, and enmity your heart.. 

vas this morning's counſel thrown away! 

1150 happy i is your mother in the grave! i 

She, when ſhe bore you, ſuffer'd leſs: Her pangs, 


Her pungent pangs, throb throug h the father” s heart. 
Demet. You can't condemn me, Sir, | fo worle than 


| 4 79153 IS 
ths: - i 


King. Than what, thou young me 2 While 


[ =_ 


- 
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You both with impious wiſhes graſp my ſceptre: 


Nothing is ſacred, nothing dear, but Empire; 


Brother, nor father, can you bear; fierce luſt 


Of Empire burns, extinguiſh'd all beſide. ._ 
Why pant you for it? To give others awe? _ 
Be therefore aw'd yourſelves ; and tremble at it, 
While in a father's hand. 

Dym. My lord, your warmth 


Defers the buſineſs. 


King. Am I then too warm? 


They that ſhould ſhelter me from ev'ry bla, £ 
To be themſelves the ſtorm! O! how Rome triumphs! 


Oh! how they bring this hoary head to ſhame! 
Conqueſt and fame, the labour of my life, 

Now turn againſt me; and call in the world 

To gaze at what war Philip, but who now _ 
Wants ev'n the wretch's privilege — a Wiſh. 
What can I wiſh? Demetrius may be guiltleſs. 
What then is Perſeus? Judgment hangs as yet 
Doubtful o'er them; but Pm condemn'd already; 
For both are mine; and one — is foul as hell. 


Should theſe two hands wage war, (theſe hands leſs 


dear!) 
What boots i it which prevails ? In both bleed. 
But I have done. Speak, Perſeus, and at large; 


You'll bave no ſecond hearing. Thou forbear. | 
[To Demetrius. 
Perf. Speak! — with vimoſt ſtruggle & for-. _ 


| bore. 


Theſe chains were ſearce defign's to reach ar 


tongue: | 
Their treſpaſs is ſulficient, ſtopping here, | 


[ Shewving his arms. 


| Theſe chains! for what? Are chains for innocence ? 2 


. „„ Not 


——— 


1 
4 
( 
| 
| 
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Not ſo; for, ſee, Demctvins wears them too. 
Fool that I was, to tremble at vain laws; 


Nor learn from him defiance of their frown ;. Ca 

Since innocence and guilt are us'd alike; Ye 

Dlood-thirſty ſtabbers, and their deſtin'd prey; M 

| Perſeus, and He—TI will not call him brother: W 
[Pointing at Demetrius. 

He wants not that enhancement of his guilt. . [N. 


King. But cloſer to the point; and lay before us 
vour whole deportment this ill-fated day. 


Perſ. Scarce was he cool from that embrace this N. 
morning, | | Le 

Which you injoin'd, and I faced gave; 3 I Fi; 
Nor thought he plann'd my death within my arms; 0 
When, holding vile, oaths, honour, duty, love, 11 
He fir'd our friendly ſports to martial rage. To 
If war, why not fair war? But that has danger. Ty 
From hoſtile conflict, as from brothers' play,. Pa 
He bluſh'd, not to invite me to his banquet. IT Ca 
I went not; and in that was Ito blame? B. 
Think you, there nothing had been found but peace, x 
From whence ſoon after ſallied armed men? It | 


Think you T nothing had to fear from ſwords, 
When from their it I ſcarce eſcap'd with life? 
Or poiſon might hzs valours ſuit as well 


This paſs'd, as ſuits his wiſdom, Macedonians 3 Bu 
Who volts ofer elder brothers to a throne. | | (H 
With an arm'd rout he came to rie, N Tn 
Did I refuſe to go, a bidden gueſt? 14 
And ſhould I welcome him, a Weng ſoe 1 #7 

Reſenting my refuſal ; boiling for ene *** 
Demet. Tis falſe. . | TT 
Antig. Forbear.— The king! . | Ho 


Pore Had I an them, 


You 7 


1106. 


is 
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Tou now had mourn'd my death, not heard my cauſe.— 
Dares he deny he brought an armed throng ? 
Call thoſe I name; who dare this deed, dare all; 
Yet will not dare deny, that this is true. 
My death alone can yield a ſtronger proof; 
Will not leſs proof than hut content a father? 
Peric. Perſeus, you ſee, has art, as well as fire: 
Nor have the wars worn Athens from his tongue. 


Perf. Let him, who ſeeks to bathe in brother's. 
blood, 


Not find well-pleas'd the fountain whence it fow'd: 


Let him, who ſhudder's at a brother's knife, 
Find refuge in the boſom of a father: 
For where elſe can I fly? whom elſe implore? 
I have no Romans, with their eagle wings, 
To ſhelter me; Demetrius borrows thoſe, 


To mount full rebel-high: I have their batred ; 


And, thanks to heav'n! deſerve it: Good Demetrius | 


Can ſee your towns and Kingdoms torn away 


ce, 


Lou 


By theſe proteFors ; and ne&er loſe his temper. - 


My weakneſs? 1 confeſs, i it. makes me rave; 

It makes me weep and my tears rarely flow. 

Peric. Was ever ſtronger proof of filial love? 
22 Vain are Rome's moe while you and 1 


ſurvive. 


| But ſhould the fword take me, 200 age my Biber, 


(Heav'n grant they leaue him to the ſtroke of age 5 
The kinadom, and the king, are both their own; 


A duteous loyal king, a ſceptred ſlave, 
14 willing Macedonian flave to Rome. 


King. Firſt let an earthquake ſwallow Mice eis 
Perſ. How, at ſuch news, would Hannibal rejoice! 


How the great ſhade of Alexander ſmile! 


Phe thought quite choaks me up: I can no more. 
F 5 . King, 
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King. Proceed! 
Perſ. No, Sir—— Why have I fpoke at all? 
Twas needleſs: Philip juſtifies my charge; 
Philip's the ſingle witneſs which I call, 
To prove Demetrius guilty, 
King. What doit mean? 


ref. What mean L. Sir what mean I ro run 


mad; 
For who, unſhaken both in heart and brain, 
Can recolletit! 
Ning. What? 
Perſ. This morning's inſult. 
This morning they proclaim'd him Phinp- 8 king; 
This morning they forgave you for his fake. 
O pardon, pardon!—1 could ſtrike bim dead. 
King. More temper. © 
Perſ. Not more truth; that cannot be! 


And that it cannot, one proof can't eſcape you; 5 
For what but truth could make me, Sir, ſo bold BH 


Rome puts. forth all her ſtrength to crown her minion- 


Demetrius' vices, thriving of themſelves, 
Her fulſome flatt'ries dung to ranker growth. 5 
Demetrius is the burden of her ſong; 


Each river, hill, and dale, has learnt his name; 


While elder Perſeus in a whiſper dies. 
Demetrius treats; Demetrius gives us peace 
Demetrius is our god, and would be fo. — 
My fight is thort:, Look on him you that can: 
What ſage experience fits upon his brow, 
What awful marks ef wiſdom, who vouchſaſes 
To patronize a Father, and a ng? © 
Such patronage is treaſon. 

| King. 'Frealun!. Death ! | | | | | 
Pe: Nor let the ties of blood bind op the hands 
0 


2 * 


0 
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of juſtice; Nao s ties are broke already: | 
For, who contend before you ?—Your two fons !—- 
No; read aright; *tis Macedon, and Rome. 

A welk-maſk'd foreigner, and your ——only ſon, 
Guard of your life, and——<exile of your love. 
Now, bear me to my dungeon: What ſo fit 

As darkneſs, chains, and death, for ſuch a traitor? 2 

King. Speak, Demetrius. 


Antig. My lord, he cannot t ſpeak; accept his tears - 
Inſtead of words. 


Perſ. His tears are falfe as they 
Now, with fine phraſe, and foppery of tongue, 


Z More graceful action, and a ſmoother tone, 
That orator of fable, and fair face, 


Will ſteal on your brib'd hearts, and, as you liſten, 


Plain truth, and I, plain Perſeus, are forgot. 


Demet. My Father! King! and Judge? ! thrice 3 aw- 
ful power! 
Your Son, your Subject, and your i Prifoncy, . ; 
Thrice humble ſtate ? If I have grace of ſpeech, 
(Which gives, it ſeems, offence) be that no crime 


Which oft has ſerv'd my country, and my king: 


Nor in my brother let it paſs for virtue, 
That, as he is, ungracious he would ſeem: 


For, Oh! he wants not art, tho' grace may fail him R 
The wonted aids of thoſe that are accus d. 


Has my accuſer ſeia d. He ſhed falſe tears, 
That my true ſorrows might ſuſpected flow: 
He ſeeks my life, and calls me Murderer ; 
And vows no refuge can be find on earth, 
That I may want it in a father's arms; 
_ Thoſe arms, to which een ſtrangers ly ſor ſafety. 
King. Speak to your charge. 
FR Demet. He charges me with treaſon; 
1 6 
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If Pm a traitor, if I league with Rome, 

Why did his zeal forbear me till this hour ? 

Was treaſon then no crime, till (as he feigns) 

I ſought his life? Dares Perſeus hold, ſo much, 
His father's welfare cheaper than his own? _ 


Ils cauſe have I, a brother, to complain. 


He ſays, I wade for empire through his blood: 
He ſays, I place my confidence in Rome: 
Why murder him, if Rome will crown my brow? 
Will then a ſceptre, dipt in brother's blood, 


Conciliate love, and make my reign ſecure? 


Falſe are both charges; and he proves them falle. 


By placing them together. 
Autig. That's well urg'd. | | 
Demet. Mark, 8 how N. unawares, abſolves 
me 
From guilt in all, by loading all with pale... 


Did I deſign him poiſon at my feaſt ? 


Why then did I provoke him in the field? 


That, as he did, he might refuſe to come? 


When angry he refus'd,'I ſhould have " 


His rouz'd reſentment, and deferr'd the blows - 


Not deſtin'd him that moment to my ſword, 


Which I before inſtructed him to ſhun. — 


Through fear of death, did he decline my banquet r 


Could I expect admittance then at his? 


Theſe numerous pleas at variance, overthrow 
Each other, and are advocates for me. 
Perſ. No, Sir; Poſthumius is his advotate. 


Ling. Art thou afraid that I ſhould hear him out? 
Demet. Quit then this picture, this well-pai ated fear, 


And come to that, which touches him indeed. 
Why is Demetrins not defpis'd of all. 
* ſecond een, as in birth? 


8 


| How | 


lves 


Turn friendly viſits to foul fraud, and murder; 


Was Philip's high command, not my requeſt : 


I bore in mind to whom I owe my birth : 
_ Rome's favour follow'd.. If it is a crime 
To be regarded, ſpare a crime you caus'd ; 


Ido not aſk for his: Ab! no; I feel 
| Too pow'rful nature pleading for him here: 
- Hut were When no FEWER tie to bind me, 


—— — — — 
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How dare I draw the thoughts of Macedon ? 

How dare I gain eſteem with foreign powers? 

Eſteem, when gain'd, how dare I to preſerve ? 


'Fheſe are his ſecret thoughts; theſe burn within;. 
Theſe ſting up accuſations in his foul 


And pour in poiſon to the bowl of love. 
Merit is Treaſon in a. younger bother. 
King. But clear your. conduct. w ith Fegard to Rome. 
Demet. Alas! dread Sir, 1 grieve to find ſet down, 
Among my crimes, what ought to be my praiſe. 
'Chat I went hoſtage, or ambailador, 


Indeed, when there, in both thoſe ee 8 


Caus'd by your orders, and examples to. — 


True, I'm Rome's friend, while Rome is your aux: 


When not, this haſtage, this ambaſſador, 
So dear, ſtands forth the fierceſt of her toes; 


At your command, flies ſwift on wings of fire, 
The native thunder of a father's arm. 


Antig. There ſpoke, at once, the Hero, and the: | | N 
gon; 1 

Demet. To r thee, ana ſome thanks 0 

| as c [Speaking 0 Perſeus. } 
Not for thy. kindneſs, but malignity : | 


Thy character's my friend, though thou my foe : 


For, ſay, whoſe temper promiſes moſt. guilt? 
Perſeus, importunate, demands my death: 


A ſon 
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A ſon of Philip muſt be dear to me. | 
If you, my father, had been angry with me, 
An elder brother, a leſs awful parent, 

He ſhould atlwage you, he ſhould intercede, 
Sc'ren my failings, and indulge my youth: 
But my aſylum drops its character; . 

I find not there my reſcue, but my ruin. 

Porſ. His bold affurance —— 

King. Do nM ; interrupt him; 

But let thy brother finiſh his defence. | 

D-met. O Perſeus! how I tremble as I ſpeak f 
Where is a brother's voice; a brother's eye? 
Where is the melting of a brother's heart ? 


| Where is our awful father's dread command: 


Where a dear, dying mother's laſt requeſt ? 
Forgot, ſcorn'd, hated, trodden under foot! 
Thy heart, how dead to ev'ry call of nature! 
Unſon'd! unbrother'd! nay, unhumaniz'd! 
Far from affection, as thou'rt near in blood ! 
Oh! . Perſeus But my heart's too- full. 


[Fall on — 
Xing. Se him. 
Perſ. Vengeance overtake his crimes. 
King. No more! 


Antig. See, from his hoary brow, he wipes the dew, Fi 


Which agony wrings from him. 

; King. On! my friend, _ | 

Theſe boys at ſtrife, like Ætna's firuggling flames, 

Convulſions cauſe, and make a mountain ſhake; 

Shake Philip's firmneſs, and convulſe bis heart; 

And, with a fiery flood of civil war, 

_ *Fhreaten to deluge my divided land. _ 

Pye heard them both; by neither am convince d: 

And yet Demetrius words went through my heart. 
A double 


mus. 


dew, | | 


. 
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A double crime, Demetrius, is your charge; 7 


Fondneſs for Rome, and hatred to your brother, 

If you can clear your innocence in one, 

"I will give us cauſe to think you wrong'd in both. 

Deniet. How ſhall I clear | it, Sir? 
King. This honeſt man 

Deteſis the Romans: If you wed his FE VERY 

Rome's foe becomes the guardian of your faith, 
Demet. I told you, Sir, when I ret urn d from Rome — 
King. How —Doft thou want an abſolute command 


Your Brother, Father, Country, all expect it. 


Antig. CAfide to Demetrius. 
See yonder guards at hand, if you refuſe. 
Nay, more; a father, fo diſtrets'd, demands 
A ſon's compaſſion, to becalm his heart. 


Oh! Sir, comply. 


Demet. LAſide to Antigonus } There there! indeed, 
Jou touch mel | 
| Beſides, if m contin'd, and Perſeus free, 
| I never, never, ſhall behold her more. ——— = 
Pardon, ye gods! an artifice forc'd on me. 
Dread Sir, your ſon complies. k. _ King 
Dym. Aſtoniſnment! 
King. Strike off his chains. Nay, Perſeus tows free: 8 
They wear no honds, but thoſe of duty, now. 
- Dymas, go thank the prince: He weds your daughter; 
And . honours pay your high deſert. | 
| [ Exeurt all but Dymas and De metrius. 
Dym. o, Sir, without E ay I dare 
To lift my raviſh'd thought 
Demet. In what Pve done I 
2 paid a duty to my father's will : 
And ſet you an example, where * tis due, 4 
ot not vith-holding pours. 


Du. 
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Dym. My duty, Sir, 
To you, can never fail. | 

Demet. Then, Dymas, I requeſt thee, + | 
Go ſeek the king, and ſave me from a marriage 
My brother has contriv'd in artful malice, 
To make me loſe my Father, or my Love. 
Go, charge the juſt refuſal on thyſelf. 
Dm. What Philip authorizes me to wiſh; 
You, Sir, may diſappoint: But, to take on me 
The load of the refuſal 

Demet. Is no more 
Than Dymas owes his honour, if he'd ſhun 
The natural ſurmiſe, that he coneurr d 


In brewing this foul treaſon. 


Dym. Sir, the king | 
Knows what he does; and if he ſceks my gorp—— 
Demet. In a degree deſtructive of his own, 
Tis yours to diſappoint him, or renounce. 
. Your duty to your king. | 
Dym. You'll better tell 


Demet. Yes, better tell the king, he wounds his ho- | 
B!y litting up a minien from the duſt, ſnow, || 


And mating him with princes. Uſe your power 

Againſt yourſelf: Yes, uſe it, like a man, 

In jerving him who gave it. Thus you'll make 

Indulgence, juſtice, and abſolve your maſter. 

Though kings delight in raiſing what they love, 

Loeſs owe they to themſelves, than to the throne; 

Nor muſt they proſtitute its majeſty, 

| To ſwell a ſubject's pride, howe'er deſerving 

Dym. What the king grants me — 

Demet. Talk not of a grant; 

What a king onght not, that he cannot give; 3 
And what is more than meet from princes bounty, 


our, 


*. ve 11 d you, ag an, eagle ti tries her y0ungs 


Is plunder, not a grant. Think you, bis honour 


A perquilite belonging to your place, 
As favourite paramount ? Preſerve the king 


From doing wrong, though wrong is done for you; 

And ſhew, tis not in favour to corrupt thee, 
Dym. I fought not, Sir, this honour, 

Demet. But would take it. 

True majeſty's the very ſoul of kings; 

And rectitude's the ſoul of majeity 


If minions ſap that rectitude, 


The king may live, but majeſty expires : 
And he that leſſens majeſty, impairs 
That juſt obedience public good requires; 


Doubly a traitor, to the Crown, and State. 


Dym. Muſt I refuſe what Philip's pleas'd to give; A 
Demet. Can a king give thee more than is his Own ? 


Know, a king's dignity is public wealth; 

On that ſubſiſts the nation's fame, and power. 
Shall fawning ſycophants, to plump themſelves, 
Eat up their maſter, and dethrone his glory? 


What are ſuch wretches? What, but vapours foul, 
From fens and. bogs, by royal beams exhal'd, 
That radience intercepting, which ſhould cheer 
The land at large? Hence ſubjects hearts you cold, 


And frozen loyalty forgets to flow: 


But, then 'tis Wpp ry ſtanding for the minion : 5 


Stains on his ermin, to their royal maſter 
Such miſcreants are; not jewels in his crown. 


If you perſiſt, Sir But, of words, no more ! 
To me, to threat is harder than to do! 
Dym. Let me embrace this genuine ſon of Empire. 


When the debates divide the doubtful land, 


Should I not know the prince molt tit to reign? 
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And find, your dauntleſ. eye is fix d on * 
I'll to the king, and your commands obey. 
We muſt give young men opiates in a fever. Aſide 
Yes, boy, I will „bey thee, to thy ruin. 7 
Erixene ſhall ſtrike thee dead for this. [Exit Dymas. 
Demet. Theſe Stateſmen nothing woo, but Gold and 
Power. 

I'm a bold advocate for other love; 

Though, at their bar, indicted for a fool. 

8 When reaſon, like the ſkilful charioteer, 
Can break the fiery paſſions to the bit, 

And, ſpite of their licentious ſallies, keep 
The radiant track of glory? paſſions, then, 
Are aids and ornaments. Triumphant reaſon, 
Firm in her ſeat, and ſwift in her career, 
Enjoys their violence, and, ſmiling, thanks 

| Their formidable flame, for high renown. 58 5 

Take then my ſoul, fair maid ! *tis wholly thine; ; 
And thence I feel an energy divine. 7 
When objects, worthy praife, our hearts approve, In 

Each virtue grows on conſecrated love: 1 
And, ſure, ſoft paſſion claims to be forgiv'n, 
When love of beauty is the love of heav'n. 


End of the TH ACT. of 
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40 W. SCENE L 


Enter ERIXENE ard DELIA. 


ER1XENE. 
'T 18 plain ! is plain ! this marriage gains her 
father: 5 | 
He join'd to Rome the crown. Thy words were true : 
He wooes the diadem; that diadem which I 
Deſpis'd for him. O, how unlike our loves ! 
But it is well; he gives me my revenge. 
Wed Dymas“' daughter! What a fall is there? 
Not the world's empire eouk repair his glory. 
Delia. Madam, you can't be e too much — 5 
But why 


| More now than at the firſt ?. 


Erix. At firſt I doubted: 85 
For who, that lov'd like me, could have believ a 


II disbeliev'd what Pericles reported; 


T 


And thought it Perfeus' art to wound our loves. 

But when the good Antigonus, ſworn friend 

To falſe Demetrius, when Hit word confirm'd it, 
Then paffion took me, as the northern blaſt © 

An autumn leaf. O gods! the dreadfut whirl ! 

But, while I ſpeak, he's with her : Laughs and plays; 


Mingtes his dalliance with inſulting mirth ; 


o this new goddels offers up my tears; 
es, with my ſhame and torture, wooes here love. 
| ſee, hear, feel it! O theſe raging fires!” 


an 1 then the thing we : ſeorn give lo much pain ? 
Delia. 
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Delia. Madam, theſe tranſports give him cauſe to 
triumph 


Erix. I vent my grief to thee; he ne'er ſhall know it. 


If I can't conquer, I'll conceal my paſſion; 
And ſtifle all its pangs beneath diſdain. 

Delia. The greateſt minds are moſt relenting too; 

If then Demetrius ſhould repent his crime--— 


Erix. If ſtill my paſſion burns, it ſhall burn inward: 


On the fierce rack in ſilence I'll expire, 

Before one ſigh eſcape me ¶ e repent ! 

What wild extravagance of thought is thine ? . 

But did he? Who repents, has once been falſe: 

In love, repentance but declares our guilt; 

And injur'd honour — ſhall ęxact its due. 

In vain his love, nay, mine ſhould groan in vain! 
Both are devoted. Vengeance, vengeance, * 
Our firſt love murder'd, is the * pang. 

1 A hunian heart can feel. | 

Dalia. The king approaches. ts 


Enter the Kine, e. 


King. Madam, at length we ſee the dawn of Peace, 


And hope an end of our domeſtic jars. 

The jealous Perſeus can no longer fear 
Demetrius is a Roman; ſince this day 
Makes him the ſon of Dymas, Rome's worſt foe. 


Erix. Already, Sir, I've heard, and heard with) joy, 


Th' important news. 
Hing. Lo make our bliſs run o'er, 3 
You, Madam, will complete what heav'n begins; 5 
And fave the loye-fick Perſeus. from deſpair : _ 
That marriage would leave Rome without pretence 
'To touch our conqueſt; and for ever join _ 
Jo theie donuyons long-dif puted Thrace. | 
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e to Enter Dy Ms. 
955 Krit. Though Thrace by conqueſt ſtoops to Mace- 
w it. 7 know my rank, and would preſerve its due. {dony 
With meditated coldneſs have I heard 
Prince Perſeus? vows; unwilling to conſent, 
Before reſtor'd to my forefathers' throne, 
Leſt that conſent ſhould merit little thanks, 
As flowing leſs from choice than your command: 
hut ſince the Roman pride will find account 
In my perſiſting ſtill; and Philip ſuffer; 
| quit the lofty thought on which I ſtood, 
And yield to your requeſt. 
King. Indulgent gods! 
Ibileſt moment! How will this with tranſport fill 
The doubtful Perſeus, after years of pain? 
Dym. My lord, I've heard what paſt, and give you 
Of Perſeus' nuptials, which your ſtate requires: [joy 
But for Demetrius' — think of thoſe no more. 
Far from accepting ſuch a load of glory, 
I bring, I bring, my load, this forfeit head. 
Due to my bold refuſal. 
perm King. Dares the boy 
Trau from his promiſe; arid impoſe hes 
Byrd diſobedience to my royal pleaſure ? 
Dmy. No, my moſt bonour'd lord, hve, there's 


00; 


vard: 


e. 


2 my crime: 
* 197 FFong of the maid, with ardour: he preſod on: 

But ſhould J dare pollute his blood with mine? 
5 But you, Sir, authorize it ſtill more baſe, 5 
io wrong a maſter ſo profuſely kind. 5 
VEIN: King. That man is noble. on whom Philip ſmiles. 8 


ome, come, there's ſomething more in this— explain. 
Dym. Why am I forc'd on this ungrateful oſſice? 
| Ente et can't I tell you more than fame has told; 


Wbich 
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Which ſays Demetrius is in league with Rome, 

Why weds ambition then an humble maid, 

But to gain me to treaſon ? What then follows? 

They'll ſay the ſubtile ſtateſman plann'd this marriage, 

0 raiſe his blood into his maſter's throne. 

No, Sir, preſerve my fame; let life ſuffice. 

: ____ Zaiter PERICLES. 

Sir, your ambaſiadors arrip'd from Rome 
[preſents a letter, 

ing. Ha! I maſt read it—this wil tell me more. 
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O princeſs! now our only comfort flows 
From your indulgence to my better ſon. 
This dreadful news precipitates my with. 
To keep rapacious Rome from ſeizing Thrace, 
You cannot wed too ſoon : My fair ally! 
What if you bleſs me, and my ſon, to-morrow! 
_ Frix. Since you requeſt, and your affairs demand i it, 
Without a bluſh — I think I may — 
King. O daughter! but no more- 
will thank you! 
I go to bleſs my Perſeus with the news. 
| * Thus the boy's dead in Empire, and in Love. 
[ [LExennt King and dure, De. 
Erix. I triumph! I'm reveng d Ireign! 1 reign! 
Nor thank Demetrius treaſon for a crown. 
Love is our own cauſe, honour is the gods. 
I can be glorious without happineſs; p 
But without glory never can be bleſt. —— 
Delia. Tis well; but can mw wed the man yoo 
2 ſcorn ? i 
Erir. Wed aky thing ie vengeance. o on the per 
NFF 
jo now inſult him from an higher . 


The god 


'This 


age, 


nd it, 
gods 
ove. 


„, Cc. 
cign! 


in you 


« pe 


II can't believe it. O Erixene 
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This unexpected turn may gall his pride. ; 
Whate'er has pangs for him, has charms for me. 
Dalia. A rooted love is ſcarce ſo foon remov'd, 

Erix. If not, the greater virtue to controul it; 
And ſtrike at his heart, though 'tis through my own. 

Delia. I can't but praiſe this triumph; yet I dread 
The combat ſtill. And ſee, the foe draws near. 

Euter DE METRIUS. 

Demet. Erixene! 

Ari. My Lord! © ® 
Demet. My pale cheek ſpeaks, 

My trembling limbs prevent my ring . 
And aſk you 

Erix. What, my Lord ? 

Demet. My Lord? | 
Confirm it true, and yet without a crime, 8 


Erix. 1 gueſs your meaning, Sir, but am furpriz d 
That Dymas' fon ſhould think of aught Il lo. 
Demet. Falſe are my ſenſes! falſe both ear and eye! 


All, all be rather falſe than her I love ! 


B, $he paſt not, Sir, this way. 

Demet. Is then my pain 
Your ſport? And can Erixene pretend 
Herſelf deceiv'd, by what deceiv'd the king? 
An artifice made uſe of for your ſake; 
A proof, not violation, of my love. 

Erix. I thought not of your love, nor artifice: | 
Both were forgot : or rather, never known. 
But without artifice [ tell you this; 
Your brother lays his ſceptre at my feet, 
And whoſe example bids my heart ron 


[The charms of empire? 


| This 


ry et. This is woman 8 Kill: on 
Lou 
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You c2aſe to love, and from my conduct ſtrive 
To labour an excuſe. For if indeed 
You thought me falte, had yon been thus ſerene, 
Calm, and unruffled? No; my heart ſays, No. 
Paſſions, if great, though turn'd to their reverſe. 
Keep their degree, and are great paſſions ftill. 
And ſhe who, when ſhe thinks her lover falſe, 
| Retains her temper, never doſt her heart. 
Erix. That I'm ſerene, ſays not I never lov'd. 
Indeed the vulgar float as paſſion drives: 
But noble minds have reafon for their queen. 
While you deſerv'd my paſſion was ſincere ; 
Lou change, my paſſion dies. But pardon, Sir, 
If my vain mind thinks anger is too much: 
Take my neglect; I can afford no more. 
Demet. No: rage! flame! thunder ! ove a thou- 
ſand deaths 
-.- Oh! reſcue me from this more dreadful calm! 
This curſt indifference! which like a froſt 
In northern ſeas, out- does the ſierceſt ſtorm. 
Commanded by my father to comply, _ 
I feign'd obedience :-—Had I then refugd —— 
Erix. I grant the conſequence had been moſt 
__ dreadful! 
I grant that Dymas' daughter had been angry» 
Demet. Aſk Dymas with what Tags — 
Erix. You well might rages mY 
To be refus'd. 
Demet. Refusd? e 
Erix. He told your ſecret? ? 
The king, and I, and all the court can witneſs: 
Demet. Refus' d falſe villain! O the perjur'd ſlare [ 

Hell-born impoſtor Madam, tis moſt falſe ! 
Warm from my heart | is every word I Tipeak! : 


de! 


hou- 


moſt 
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The villain lies! Believe the pangs that rend me 
Believe the witneſs ſtreaming from my eyes, 
And let me ſpeak no more. 
Erix. I do believe 
Your grief ſincere, I've heard the maid is fair. 
| Demet. Proceed; and thus indeed commit that crime 
You falſely charge on me, Tlre crown has charm'd 
vou. 
How warm this morning did you preſs my light: ? 
he cauſe is plain: An outrag'd lover's groan, 
And dying agony, moleſt your ear, 
And hurt the mufic of a nuptial ſong. 
Eris. Since your incenſtancy perſiſts to charge 
Its crime on my ambition, I'll be kind, 
And leave you in poſſeſſion of an error, 
Of which you ſeem ſo fond. 
Demet. Ah! ſtay one moment! 
Eier PERSEUS, and PERICLES- 
Pierſ. Erixene ! - 
Demet. Diſtraction! | [Starting] 
Eric. *Tis well- tin d. 
My lord, your brother doubts if I'm facie, 
And thinks (an error natural to him) 
I'll break my vow to you—You'll clear my fame, 
And labouz to convince him, that to-morrow, 
Erixene s at once a bride and queen. 
[Exit Erixene. 
Perf. When! have work'd him up to violence, 


1 * chou the king, and pity my diſtreſs. 


flare! 


The 


I 2 Pericles, wvho goes out. 
Dar. on what Extremes diſtreſs impels me! 
In things impoſſible I put my truſt; 
I, in my only bro ther, find a foe; 
Yet in my rival, hope the greateſt friend. . 
e K 22, -7- WEN 
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When all our hopes PE. ladg'd in ſuch expedients, 
"Tis as if poiſon were our only food; 
And death was call'd on as the guard of life. 
Perſ. Why doſt thou droop? 
Demet. Becauſe I'm dead: quite dead 
To hope; and vet rebellious to deſpair 
Like ghoſts unbleſs'd, that burſt the bars of death. 
Strange is my conduct ? —— Stranger my diſtreſs; 
Beyond example both! Who e&er before me 
Preſs'd his worſt foe, to prove his trueſt friend? _ 
But though thou'rt wot my Brother, thou'rt a Man ; 
And, if a man, compaſſionate the worſt 
That man can feel; though found that worſt ; in me. 
Perſ. What would'it ? 
Deimnet. Unclinch thy talons from thy prey; ; 
Let the dove * to this her neſt again. | 
| {Striking bis beg. 
For, oh! the maid's unalienably mine, 
Though now thro” rage run mad, and turn'd to thee, 
Ho often have I languiſh'd at. her feet? . | 
Baſk'd in her eye, and revell'd in her ſmile? 4 
How often, as the liſten'd to my vous, Cd a 5 l 
Trembling and pale with agonies of joy, 
Have I left earth, and mounted to the ſtars: 5 
Perſ. There Dymas daughter ſhone above the reſt 
Illuſtrious in thy ſight. 
Demet. Thy taunt, how falſe! — 
I no leſs preſs your int'reſt than my own. 
Think you 'tis poſſible her heart, ſo lon 8 
- Inclin'd to me, the price of all my vows, 
Purchas'd by tears and groans, and paid me down 
In tendereſt returns of love divine, 
Can in one day be yours . 5 
Peſſ. If Tm e Pm pleas'd with the deceit. | 
Ho 


n 


de. 


reſt 
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How my heart dances in the golden dream) 


In pity do not wake me till tomorrow. 
Demet. Then thou'lt wake diſtracted, — Truſt me, 

She gives her hand alone. [brother ! 
Per. Nor need I more; 

That hand's enough that britigs a ſceptre i in it. 

{ ſcorn a prince v ho weds with meaner views, 


Her duty's mine, and I conceive ſmall pain 


From your ſweet error, that her love is yours. 


I'm pleas'd ſuch cordial thoughts of 3 your own merit 


Support you in diſtreſs. 
Demet. Inhuman Perſeus ! 


If pity dwells within the heart of man, 
If due that pity to the laſt diſtreſs, 
| Pity a lover exquiſitely pain'd, 


A lover exquiſitely pain'd by you. . 
Oh! in the name of all the gods, relent ! 


Give me my princeſs! give her to my throes! 


A midſt a thouſand. you may chuſe a Love 


The ſpacious earth contains but one for me. — 
But oh! I rave: Art thou not he, the man 

Who drinks my groans like muſic at his ear? 
And would as wine, as nectar, drink my blood? 


Are all my hopes of mercy lodg'd in thee ? 


O rigid gods! and ſhall I then fall down! 
Embrace thy feet, and bathe them with my tears. 
Yes, I will drawn thee with my tears, my blood, 


So thou afford a human ear to pangs, 


A brother” s pangs, a brother's broken heart. 


Perf. Pardon, Demetrius, but the priacels . 


And I am bound to go. 


Demet. O ſtay. N | [aging bold 2 bin. 
1 Lou tremble. 


K 2 | 5 Toe 
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Perf. Fen bn -- 
Demet. What princeſs ? 
Per. Mine. : 
Demet. ? 11s falſe. 
Perſ. Unhand me. 1 
Demet. What, ſee, talk, touch, nay taſte her; like 
Draw honey from her wounded 8 whilel (la bee 
Am ſtung to death!!! | 
Perſ. The triumph once was yours. 
Demet. Rip up my breaſt, or you ſhall never ſtir. 
My heart may viſit her! O! take it with you. Re 
Have I not ſeen her, where ſhe has not been ? | 
Have I not claſp'd her ſhadow? Trod her ſteps ? 
Tranſported trod! as if they led to- heaven! 
Fach morn my life I lighted at her eye, 
And, ev'ry evening, at its cloſe, expir d. 
H [ Burſting into tears. 
"Bt Fie! thee rt a Roman; can a Roman weep? 
Sure Alexander's helmet can ſuſtain | 
Far heavier ſtrokes than theſe. For ſhame, Demetrius, 
Fen ſnatch up the next Sabin i in 558 way, 
Twill do as well. 
Demet. By heaven, you mall not ſtir. 
Long as I live, I ſtand a world between you, 
And keep you diſtant as the poles aſunder. 
Who takes my love, in mercy takes my life; 
Thuy bloody paſs cleave through thy brother's breaſt, 
I beg, 1 . I provoke my death. 
Ai hand upon his ſword. | 
Enter K1iNG and DYMas. 5 
Pe You will not murder me? 
= Demet. Yes, you and all. 1 
1 King. How like a tyger foaming ober his prey — 
"os Now, . believe your eye, believe your ear, 
; Rp; ITS And 


| [Going, = 
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And till believe me perjur'd, as this morning. 
King. Heav*n's wrath's exhauſted, there's no more 
My darling ſon found criminal in all. [to fear. 
Demet. That villain there to blaſt me! Yes, I'l ſpeak ; 
For what have I to fear, who feel the worſt? 
"Tis time the truth were known. That villain, Sir, 
Has cleft my heart, and laughs to ſee it bleed; 
But his confeſſion ſhall redeem my fame, 
And re-inthrone me in my princels ſmile 
Or I'll return that falſe embrace he gave me, 
And ftab him in your ſig hit. 
King. Hold, .infolence ! 
Where's your reſpect to me? 
Demet. O, royal Sir! 
That has undone me. Thro' reſet] g gave 
A feign'd conſent, which his black artifice 
Has turn'd to my deſtruction. I refus'd 
T bat flave's, that curſed -flave's; that ſtateſman's dangh- 
And he pretends ſhe was retus'd by him. [ter, 
Hence, hence this deſolation. Nought I fear, 2 
Tho Nature groan her laſt. And ry all be thea 
Eſcape and triumph? 5 
King. Guards there! ſcize the prince ! 1 
5 The man you menace you {hall learn t to fear. 
| [He ts ſeized, 
 Dym- Hold, Sir | | not this for me! It is your ſon: 
Wat is my life, tho' pour'd upon your buen? - 
* King. Is this a ſon? 
N Demet. No, Sir; my crime's too great, 
Which dares to vindicate a father's honour, 
Jo catch the glories of a falling crown, 


bh And fave it from pollution. But Ive done. 3 
3 I die, unleſs my princeſs is reſtor d [ Pointing to Dym. 8 
* i And if I die, by heav n and earth, and bellt 


K 3 His | 
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His ſordid blood ſhall mingle with the duſt ! 
And ſee if thence*twil mount into the throne. 
O Sir! think of it! I'll expect my fate. [ Fxit Demers 
King. And thou ſhalt have it. 
Dym. How, my Lord; in tears! 
King. As if the gods came down in evidence! 
How many ſudden fays of proof concur 
To my conviction 7 Was ever equal boldneſs ? 
But tis no wonder from a dromer-Cing+ "ER 
[ Produces the forged letter. 
This king of Thrace—To-morrow he'll be king 
Of Macedon, —— He therefore dies W 
Perſ. LAſide to Dymas.} ] 
And yet I doubt it for I know his fondneſs. 
Thou prackiſe well the leſſon I have. taught thee, 
While I put on a ſolemn face of wor, = 
Affficted for a brother's early fall- 1 
Heaven knows with what regret. — But, Sir, your 
ſafety.— [Preſenting the-mandate for Denetrius' death... 
Eng. What giv'ſt thou here? 
Dyn⸗ Your paſſport to renown. 
- You ſign your apotheoſis in that. 
What ſcales the ſkies, but zeal for public good? 5 
Perf. How god- like mercy ? 
Dy u. Mercy to mankind, 
By treaſon aw'd. 
King (To Per ſeu. 3 Muſt then thy brother bleed 2 
. nas ſeeming at a to or, Perſeus whiſpers him, aud 
Fuet a lle, 
1 1 on the letter. J No, Sir; 3 the e king of 
Thrace. 
Ting: Why that is true- 
Jet who, if not a father, mould 5 forgive! A | 
Dy Who, Sir. if not a Philip, ſhould be juſt? 
| — 


* 


* 
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Ring. [To Dymas. 1 Is't not my ſon? 
Dym. If not, far leſs his guilt. 
King. [To Perſeus.) Is not my other Perſeus : : 
Per / Sir, I thank you; 
That ſeeks your crown, and life. 


King. And 1. life ? | 
Dym. No, Sir; 6 


He'll only take your crown ; you ſtill may live. 


King. Heav'n blaſt thee for that thought ! 
Perſ. Why ſhakes my father? 
King. It ſtabs, it gnaws, it harrows up my ſoul. 
Is he not young? Was he not much indulg'd ? 
Gall'd by his brother? Doubted by his father? 
Tempted by Rome? A nation to a boy ? 
Dym. O a mere infant that depoſes kings. 
King. No; once he ſav'd my crown. 
Dyn. And now would wear it. 
King. How my head ſwims! 
Perſ. Nor ſtrange ; the taſk is hard. - 
Dym. Yet ſcarce for him. Brutus was but a Roman: 
Cx [ Speaking as if he would not let the King Pear. 
| Yet like a Philip dar'd; and is immortal. 
WE I herr thee, Dymas; give me thenthe mandate. 


L Going to fign he flops ſhort. 
Dym. No wonder if his mother thus had paus'd. 


Perſ. LA ſide.] Rank cankers on thy ie ; why 
mention her? 

King. 0 gods! I ſee her now; what am I doing? 
85 5 [ Throws away the ſtyles 
I fee ber dying eye let fall a | tear | 
In favour of Demetrius, Shall I ſtab 
7 Her lovely image ſtampt on every feature? 

Dm. His ſoul eſcap'd it, Sir. 
King. Thou ly'ſt; begone. 


A Perſeus... 
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[Perſeus and Dymas in great confuſion: Perſeus whiſpers 


Dymas. 
D ym. [Afide to Perſeus. ] True; that, or nought, 
will touch him. 
If, Sir, your mercy — [To the King. 
Perf. O ſpeak on of mercy; 
Mercy, the darling attribute of heavn. 
Dym. If you ould ſpare him - 
Aing. What if I ould fpare him? 
Dym. I dare not ſay—Your wrath again: might riſe. 
King. Yes, if thou'rt filent—W hat if I ſpould ſpare 
him? 
Dym. Why if you foould—proud Rome would thank 
: you for it. 
King. Rome Her applauſe more ſhocks me than 
his death. 
0 thou, death's orator ! dread advocate 
For bowelleſs ſeverity ! aſſiſt | 
My trembling hand, as thou haſt ſteePd my y heart; 
And if it is oulte 1 in me, ſhare the guilt. 
He's dead. [Signs] And if I blot it with one tear, 
Perſeus, though leſs affected, will forgive me. 
Perſ. Forgive! Sir, L applaud, and wiſh my forrow- ; 
Was mild enough to weep. 
[The King going out, meets N in mourning, in- 
troduced by Antiganus. The King flarts back, and 
dropi on Dymas. Recovering, ſpeaks. 
King. This, Fate, is thy tenth wave, and quite ber- 5 
| whelms me, 
It leſs had ſhock'd me, had 1 met his ghoſt. 
This is a plot to ſentence me to death. 
; What haſt thou done, my mortal foe! thrown bars 
[To Anti 8 1 


Ajbwart my gory? but by ſcheme ſhall fail. 4 
| 18 | 


ts. 
4 


„„ 


If thou art pale, what is enough for me ? 
How his grave yawns; Oh! that it was my 0 own. 
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As ruſhing torrents {weep th' obſtructed mound, 
So Philip meets this mountain in his way, 


2 Yet keeps his purpoſe ſtill. 


[ Perſeus and Pericles —_—_ aſi de. 
Peric. I can't but fear i it. 
Perſ. I grant the danger great; yet don't deſpair: 
Jove is againſt thee, Perſeus on thy ſide. | 
Antig. The prince, dread Sir, low on his bended 
knee | 
King. This way, Antigonus. —Do'ſt mark his bloom, 5 
Grace in his aſpect, nene in his mien? 
Antig. Ido 
King. *Tis falſe; take a king” s word, He's dead.— 
That darling of my ſoul would ſtab me ſleeping. J 
How dar'ſt hou ſtart? Art thou the traitor's father? 


Aniig. Mourn not the guilty. 
King. No; he's innocent; 


Death pays his debt to juſtice; and that done, 


I grant him ſtill my fon; as fuch I love him: 
Les, and will claſp him to my breaſt, while yet 


: wy clay is warm, nor moulders at my touch · 


Perſ. [Afede.] A curſe on that embrace 

Dym. Nay, worſe ; he weeps. 

King. Poor boy, be not deceiv'd by my compaſſion; F 
My tears are cruel, and I groan thy death. —© 

Demet. And am I then to die? If death's decreed, 


Stab me yourſelf, nor give me to the knife 
Of midnight ruffians, that have forg'd my crimes. 


For you 1 beg for you I pour my tears; 
Jou are deceiv'd, diſhonour'd ; I am only ſlain. 
Oh! Father — : 
og Father ?———There's no father here; | 
K * TForbe ar 


ö 7 
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Forbear to wound me with that tender nanie; 
Nor raiſe all. nature up in arms againſt me. 
Demet. My Father! Guardian! Friend! nay Deity! 
What leſs than gods give e liſe, and death! 
wy dying mother 
King. Hold thy peace, i re thee. i | 
Demet. Prefling your hand, and bathing it with tears. . 
ZBequeath'd your tenderneſs for her to me; 
And, low on earth, my legacy I claim, _ 
Claſping your knee, though baniſh'd from your breaſt. 
King. My knees!—Would that were all; he graf; 25 
my heart. . 
Perſeus, canſt thou ſtand by and ſee my ruin'd ? 
[Reaching bis hand to Perſeus, 
Per. Looſe, looſe thy hold. It is my father too. 
King. Yes, Macedon, and thine, and PU preſerve. 
ER © 
Demet. Who once before preſerv'd i it from the: 
„ Theacan? 
And who, at T hraſymene turn d the lified bolt. 5 
From Philip's. hoary brow?ꝰ 5 
King. Tl hear no more. 
O Perſeus! Dymas! Pericles! aſſt me, 
VUnbind, me dilinchant me, break this charm 
Of Nature, that accomplice with my foes 
| Rend me, O rend me, from the friend of Rome: 
Perſ. Nay then, howe'er reluctant, aid I muſt. 
The friend of Rome?--— That ſevers you for ever: 
 Thopgh moſt incorporate and ſtrongly knit; 

As lightning rends the Enotted oak afunder. 
Demet. In ſpite of lightning, I renew the tie; 5. 
And ſtubborn is the graſp of dying men. 
Who s he that ſhall divide me from 8 
| Cas 


4 
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* 
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[Demetrius is forced from the King s knees, on which, 
farting up, he flings his arms round his father, 


Still of a piece with him from whom I grew, 
PI! bleed on my aſylum, dart my ſoul 


In this embrace, and hu my treaſon crown. © 


King. Who love yourſelves, or Macedon, or me, 
From the curs'd * Eagle's talons wrench my crown | 
And this barb'd arrow from my breaſt— Lis done; 

Forced under. 
And the blood guſhes after it. - I faint. | 
Dym. Support the King. 
Per/. While treaſon licks the duſt. 
[ Pointing at Demetrius, Falle u in the . 
Dym. A field well fought. 
Perſ. And juſtice has prevail d. 


King. O that the traitor could conceal the ſon !. 


Farewel, once beſt belov'd ! ftill moſt deplor'd! 
He, he "who dooms thee, bleeds upon thy tomb. 


[Exit Al. g. 
Demet. Proſtrate on thee, my mother earth, be thou 


Kinder than brother, or than father; open 
And ſave me in thy boſom from my- 
Friends, ſworn to waſh their hands in gu'itleſs tears, 


Friends ; 


And quench infernal thirſt in kindred blood; 


As if relation ſever'd human hearts, 


Or that deſtruction was the child of love. 
Perſ. Farewel, young traitor; if they aſk below, 
Who ſent thee beardleſs down, ſay, Honeſt Perſeus; 


Whom reaſon ſways, not inſtinct; who can ſtrike 
At horrid parricide, and flagrant treaſon, 


Though through a boſom dearer than his own. 


Think'ſt thou my tender heart can hate a brother? 
: The uu and Perſeus war with nth but om. 5 
| e 3 Bu 3 
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But J muſt go. What, Sir, your laſt commands 
To your Erixene ? She chides my ſtay, [Exit Perc. 
Demet. Without the token of a brother's love, 

e could not part; my death was not enough 
I came for mercy, and | find it here: 
And death is mercy, ſince my love is loſt. 
Alas !. my father too; my heart achs for him: 
And Perſeus, — ain would I forgive een thee :- 
| But Philip's ſufferings cry too loud againſt it. 
Blind author, and ſure mourner of my death 
Father moſt dear! what pangs haſt thou to come? 
Like that poor wretch is thy unhappy doom, 
Who, like in ſleep his fever'd fancy glows, 
Draws his keen ſword, and ſheathes it in his foes-; 
But, waking, ſtarts-upright, in wild ſurprize, 
To feel warm blood glide round him as he lies; 
Io ſee his reeking hands in crimſon dy'd, 
And a pale corſe extended by his-fide: 


He views with horror, what mad dreams have done, 


And ſinks, heart-broken, on a murder'd fon 


* 


End. of the Ws vxTH Ac r. 
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KING, Po S THU MIU 5, meeting. 


| PosTHUMIUS. 5 
E. in behalf of our allies, O King! 


| Call'd on thee yeſterday, to clear thy glory 


Nor wonder now that Philip n. 


To 
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'To ſtrangers, who has murder'd his own fon. 
King. 'Tis falſe. 
Pei. No thanks to Philip that he fled. 
King. A traitor is no ſon. 
Pe. Heav'n's vengeance on me, 
If he refus'd not yeſterday thy crown, 
'Though Life and Love both brib'd him to comply- 
King. See there. ; | [Gives the letier. 
Pot. Tis not the conſuls band, or ſeal. 
King. Youre his accomplices. 
Poſt. Were his Es. 
Tis war. 
Ling. Eternal war. 
Pot. Next time we meet 
King. Is in the . fly my 2 
Pf. No longer thine. 
3 as and proud Rome a province, 
FEE Exit Poſthumius, We. 
8 They SER they. make, they tyrannize o'er _ | 
The name of king the proſtrate world ador'd, 
Ere Romulus had call d his tieves together. — 
But let me pauſe. Not Quintius hand, or ſeal{—. 
Doubt and impatience, like thick imoke and fire,, 
Cloud and torment my reaſon. 
Antig. Sir, recal, | 
And re-examine thoſe you ſent to. \ Rome: 
You took their evidence in-haſte and anger.. 
Torture, if they refuſe, will tell the truth. 
Ling. Go, op the nuptials till you hear from-me. 
[Exit King and Antigonus. . 
Enter Fnixonn and DEL14a, meeting. 
Delia. Madam, the prince, who fled from threaten d 
Attempting his eſcape to foreign realms, [death, 
Was lately taken at the city gates, _ 
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So ſtrongly guarded by his father's pow'rs; A 
And now, confin'd, expects his final doom. | J 
Erix. Impriſon'd, and to die And let hin die: q 
Bid Dymas' daughter weep—T half forgot 
His perjur'd infolence.—T'll go and glut 1 
My vengeance. O how uit a traitor's death} 
And Backer Kill, + a traitor to my love. . 
| [Exeunt Erneene and Dela. 
Scene dranvs, ond ſbecus Demetrius in priſon. 
Demet. Thou ſubterranean ſepulchre of peace! | 
Thou home of horror | hideous neſt of crimes ! 


Guilt's firſt ſad ſtage in her dark road to hell E 418 
Ye thick barr'd ſunleſs paſſages for air, „ 
To keep alive the wretch that longs to die! : 
Ye low-brow*d. arches, through whoſe ſullen gloom. = £ 


Reſound the ceaſeleſs groans of pale deſpair ! 
Ye dreadful ſhambles, cak'd with. human blood! 
Receive a gueſt, from far, far other ſcenes, 
From pompous courts, from ſhouting victories, n_ 
Carouſing feſtivals, harmonious bow'rs, 1 
And the ſoft Chains of heart- diſſolving love. 
Oh! how unlike to thgſe ? heart-breaking load 
Of ſhame eternal, ne'er to be knock d off, 
O welcome death, no, never but by thee 
Nor has a foe done this.—A friend! a Ca 
O that I could have dy'd without their guilt 
+ Enter Erixene. Demetrius gazing at her. 
So look'd in chaos the firſt beam of light: 
Ho drives the ſtrong enchantment of her eye 
All horror hence !—How die the thoughts of death! ÞF. 
Erix. I knew not my own heart. I cannot bear i it. 'Y 
5 a chides me back: for to inſult his woes 
Is too ſevere: and to condole, too kind. | [Gring- 
Demet. Thus I arreſt you in the name of mercy, 


And 


* 
3 
0 


n 


; 
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And dare compel your ſtay: Is then one look, 
One word, one moment, a laſt moment too, 


8 The . and divides our loves for ever.. 
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When! ſtand tottering on the brink of death,, 


A cruel ignominious death, too much 

For one that loves like me? A length of years. 
You may devote to my bleſt rival's arms, 

IT aſk but one ſhort moment. O permit, 


Permit the Dying to lay claim to thee, _ 
Jo thee, thou dear equivalent for life 


Cruel, relentleſs, marble-hearted maid ! | 
Erix, Demetrius, you perſiſt to do me wrong: 


For, know, though I behold thee as thou art, 
5 Doubly a traitor, to the ſtate and me; 
_ 'Thy ſorrow, thy diſtreſs, have touch'd wy boſom ; 
Town it is a fault; I pity thee, 


Enter OFFICER, 
Oo: My lord, your time is thort, and death waits 
: for you. 7 
Eis. Death ?—I forgive thee "RY my inmoſt ſoul. 
Demet. Forgive me? Oh ! thou need ſt not to forgive: * 


If impoſition had not ſtruck thee blind. 
Truth lies in ambuſh yet, but will ſtir up, 
And ſeize thy trembling ſoul, when mine is fled.. 


by Ive a thouſand, thouſand things to ſay, 
Erix. And Iam come a ſecret to dicloſe, 


That might awake thee, wert thou dead already.. 


Of: My Lord your final moment is expir d. 
Demet. and Erix. One, one ſhort moment more. 
 Demet. No; death lets fall 


[1 forced out. 
Erix Oh T've a darker dungeon i in my foul, 


Nor want an executioner to. kill me. 


What 


— —— eons, outro —_—  — 


Was wounded ſore, with his- laſt breath confeſs'd. 
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What revolutions in the human heart 
Will pity cauſe! What horrid deeds; revenge [ Exit. 


Scene uta. Rater ANTIGONUS, *vith W 


Antig. How diſtant virtue dwells from mortal man 
was t not that each man calls for others virtue, 


Her very name on earth would be forgot, 


And leave the tongue, as it hath left the hearts. 
Was ever ſuch a plan of guilt ? 


Take the king's mandate, to the priſon fly, 


Throw wide the gates, and let Demetrius know 


'The full detail. 
T Enter ERIXENE, 


The ied} ha! be gone; To the attendant. 
While I ſtir up an equal tranſport here. 
- Princeſs, I ſee your griefs, and judge the cauſe : 


But I bring news might raiſe you from your grave; 
Or call you down from heaven to hear with joy. 


Juſt gods! the virtuous will at laſt prevail. 
On motives here too tedious to relate, 
I begg'd the king to re-examine thoſe,. 


Who came from Rome. The king approv'd my counſel. 


Surpriz'd, and conſcious, in their charge they falter d, 
And threaten'd tortures ſoon diſcover'd all: 


That Perſeus brib'd. them to their perjuries | 
| That Quintius' letter was a forgery; : 
That prince Demetrius' intercourſe with Rome 
Was innocent of treaſon to the State. 


Erix. O my ſwoln heart! What will the wes do. 
Vith me? _ 


And to confirm this moſt fererifeig news, 
Duymas, who ſtriving to ſuppreſs a tumult 


The rumour of Demetrius' flight had rais'd, 
The 


if 


nts 
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The prince refus'd his daughter; which affront 


Inflam'd the ſtateſman to his prince's ruin. 


Erix. Did he refuſe her? [ Swwoomr. 
| Antig. Quite o'ercome with } Joy ! | 
Tranſported out of life! The gods reſtore ! 


Erix. Ah! why recal me? This is a new kind 


Ot murder; moſt ſevere! that dooms to /ife, 


Antig. Fair princeſs, you confound me. 
Erix. Am! fair? 

Am 1 a princeſs! Love and Empire mine? 

Gay, gorgeous viſions dancing in my ſight! 


No, here I ſtand a naked ſhipwreck'd wretch, 
Cold, trembling, pale, ſpent, helpleſs, hopelels, maid ; ; 
| Caſt on a ſhore as cruel, as the waves, 
O'er-hung with rugged rocks, too ſteep to climb; 
The mountain-billows loud, come foaming in 
Tremendous; and confound, ere, they devour. 
Antig. Madam, the 225 abſolves you from your 


— 


_ vow, 


|  Frix. For me, it matters not; but oh! the prince 
When he had ſhot, the gulph of this deſpair; 
Emerging into all the light of heawn, 
His heart, high-beating with well- grounded hope; ; 
Then to make ſhipwreck of his happineſs, 
Like a. poor wretch that has eſcap'd the ſtorm, 


And ſwam to what he deems an happy ifle, 
When, lo! the ſavage natives drink. his blood.. 


Ah! why is vengeance ſweet to women's pride, 


As rapture to her love? It has undone. me. 
Delia. Madam, he comes. 
Erix. Leave us, Antigonus, 
Antig. What dreadful ſecret this ? By n obey,. 


oke the £0 ds, and leave the reſt to fate. Ex. Ant, 
a. 
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Exir. How terrible triumphant comes the wretch! 


He comes, like flowers ambroſial, early born, 
To meet the blaſt, and periſh in the fiorm. 


Enter DEMETRIUS. 


Demet. After an age of abſence in one hour, 
Have I then found thee, thou celeſtial maid ! 
Like a fair Venus in a ſtormy ſea; 


Or a bright goddeſs, through the ſhades of night, 


Dropt from the ſtars, to theſe bleſt arms again ? 


How exquiſite is pleaſure after pain 
Why throbs my heart ſo turbulently ſtrong, 


Pain'd at thy preſence, through redundant joy, 


Like a poor miſer, beggar'd by his ſtore * 
Erix. Demetrius, joy and forrow dwell too near. 


Demet. Talk not of ſorrow, leſt the gods reſent, 


As under-priz'd ſo loud a call to joy. 


Ilive, I love, am lov'd, J have her here * 
Rapture, in preſent, ned in proſpect, more! 


No rival, no deſtroyer, no deſpair ; 
For jealouſies, for partings, groans, and death, 


A train cf joys, the gods alone can name 
When heav'n deſcends in bleflings fo profuſe, 


So ſulden, ſo ſurpaſſing hope's extreme, 
Like the fun burſting from the midnight gloom, 
Tis impious to be niggards | in delight; 


Joy becomes duty; heav'n calls for ſome exceſs, 
And tranſport flames as incenſe to the ſkies. 


Erix. Tranſport how dreadful ! 
Demet. Turns Erixene? 
Can ſhe not bear the ſunſhine of our - fate * 


Meridian happineſs is pour'd around us; 
The laughing loves deſcend in ſwarms upon us, 
And WHEXE we tread i is an eternal {| ring: 


£ 


By 
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By ha n, I almoſt pity 2 Perſeus 


For ſuch a lofs. 

Erix. That ſtabs me through and through! ' 

Demet. What ſtabs thee ?—— Speak. Have I 

then loſt thy love? 

Erix. To my confuſion, be it ſpoke. — i. thine. 
Demet. To thy confuſion! Is it then a crime! 
You heard how dying Dymas clear'd my fame. 
| Erix, I heard, and irembled z honed, and ran dif. 

tracted. 

Demet. Atonifhment! | 

Erix. Pre nothing elſe to give thee. 

[He Pops buck in gſoniſiment; ſhe in agony; and both 


are ſilent for fore time. 


He is ſtruck dumb. Nor can I ſpeak.— Yet muſt I. 


I tremble on the brink ; yet muit plunge inn 
Know, my Demetrius! joys are for the gods; 
Man's common courſe of nature is diſtreſs: 

His joys are prodigies ; and like them too, 
Portend approaching ill. The wiſe man ſtarts, 
And trembles at the perils of a bliſs. 

To hope, how bold! How daring to. be fond, 
When what bur fondneſs graſs is not immortal 1— 
Iwill preſume on thy known, ſteady virtue, 

And treat thee like a man; I will, Demetrius 1 


Nor longer in my boſom hide a brand, 


That burns unſeen, and drinks my vital blood. 
Demet. What myſtery? [Here a 5 pauſe i in bott. 
Erix. The blackeſt. 5 
Demet. How every terror doubles in the dark ? * 

Why muffled up in filence ſtauds my fate ? 

This horrid ſpectre let me ee at ws 

And ſhew if Pm a man. 

| Erix, It calls for more. | . | 
a 3 . | Demet. 
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Demet. It calls for me then; Love has made me more. 

Erix. O fortify thy ſoul with more than love; 
To hear, what heard, thow'lt curſe the tongue that 

tells thee. 

_ Demet. Curſe whom? Curſe thee! 

Erix Yes, from thy inmoſt ſoul. 
Why doſt thou lift thy eyes and hands to heav? 9 
The pow'rs moſt conſcious of this deed, reſide 
In darkneſs, howl below in raging fires, 
Where pangs like mine corrode them. —Thence ariſe, 
Black gods of execration and deſpair! | 
Tho? dreadful earthquakes cleave your upward way, 
While nature ſhakes, and vapours blot the ſun; 
Then through thoſe horrors | in loud groans mes 
That I am 
Demet. What ru have it, though i it blaſt me. 


Erix. Thus then in thunder -l am Perſeus? wife. 


Demetrius falls againſt, the ſeence. After a pauſe. 
Demet. In thunder? No; hat had not ſtruck ſo deep. 
What tempeſt e er diſcharg'd ſo fierce a fire? — 
Calm and deliberate anguiſh feed; upon me; 
Each thought ſent out for help brings in new woe. 
- Where {hall I turn ? . where fly? to whom but thee 3 


K. neeling. | 


| Tremendous l whom mortals will not know 
From bleflings, but compel to be ſevere, | 
I feel thy vengeance, and adore thy power; 


I ſee my failings, and abſolve thy rage. 


But, oh! I muſt perceive the load that's.on me; 
I can t but tremble underneath. the ſtroke. . 
Aid me to bear! ——But ſince it can't be borne, 
Oh let thy mercy burſt in flames upon me ! 
- 'Fby triple bolt is healing balm to this; 
| This pain unfelt, unfancy'd by the wretchs, = 
The 


ſe, 


. 


{ Flew to thy brain? What fiend the crime inſpir'd? 


At that dead hour, when good men are at reſt, 


Graves yawn, fiends yell, wolves how), and ravens 


And wept, and ſwore, unleſs I gave conſent 


That the next day Demetrius and his powers 
1 Conferr'd by Philip, but on Perſeus” wife. 


1 My half-recover'd ſtrength, brib'd prieſts conſpire, 


eee. Re EE —_—_ ——— —e— 


The groaning etch, that on the wheel expires, 
Erix. Why did I tell thee? 


Demet. Why commit a deed 
'Too ſhocking to be told? What fumes of hell 


Erix. Perſeus, laſt night, as ſoon as thou waſt Hed, . 
When every crime and horror is abroad, 


ſcream; 
Than ravens, wolves, or fiends, more facal far, 
To me he came, and threw him at my feet, 


To call a prieſt that moment, all was ruin'd. 
Might conquer, he loſe me, and I my crown, · 
I ſtarted, trembled, fainted; he invades 


All urge my vow, all ſeize my ravith'd hand, 

Invoke the gods, run o'er the haſty rite; 

While each ill omen of the ſky flew o'er us, 

And furies howl'd our nuptial ſong below. 

Can't thou forgive? 

- Demet. By all the flames of love, 

And torments of deſpair, I never can. 

The furies toſs their torches from thy hand, 

And all their adders hiſs around thy head! 

Il ſee thy face no more! Cs. | 

Erix. Thy rage is juſt. . 

Yet ſtay and hear me. | (he bneels, and 2 bim. 
Demet. I have heard too much. 5 


Erix. Till thou haſt heard the whole, 0 do not 5 
curſe me! | 


Z Demet. | 
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Demet. Where can I find a curſe to reach thy crime? 
Erix. Mercy 5 | [ Weeping. 
Demet. [Afide.] Her tears like drops of molten lead, 
With torment burn their paſſage to my heart. 
And yet ſuch violation of her vows ——— 
Erix. Mercy! 
Demet. Perſeus —— _ [ Stamping. 
Erix. Stamp till the centre ſhakes, 
So black a dæmon ſhalt thou never raiſe. 
Perſeus! Canſt thou abhor him more than 12 
Nell has its furies, Perſeus has his love, 
And, oh! Demetrius his eternal hate. 
Demel. Eternal] Yes, eternal and eternal; 
As deep, and everlaſting, as my pain. 


Erix. Some god deſcend, and ſooth his ſoul to 


peace! 


Demet. 'Calk'ſt thou of . What peace haſt thou 


beſtow'd? 
A brain diſtracted, and a vel how: 
Talk'ſt thou of peace? Hark, hark, thy huſband calls, 
His father's rebel! brother's murderer ! 

Nature's abhorrence, and —thy lawfut Lord! 
Fly, my kind patroneſs, and in his boſom. 1 
Conſult my peace. 
Erix. I never ſhall be there. 
My Lord! my Life! 85 
Demet. How ſay'ſt? Is Perſeus here? — 

Fly, fly ! away, away ! tis death! 'tis inceſt! 
| [Starting wide, and loking round him. As he 17 
 » going, ſhe lays hold of his robe. 
| Dar'ſt thou to touch Demetrius? ? Dar'ſt then touch him 
Even with thine 4755 „ | 


Erix. I dare and more, date * 


; ane ix him here: No doubt to thy * mae 
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x Firmly refolv'd I never would be more. 


And no divorce but death ? 
Who ſhould defend thee from the world in arms? 
1 U thou ſtill excellent! ſtill moſt belov'd ! 


Ang ſtrikes at me. 
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Tm blemiſh'd, not abandon'd ; honour ſtill 
Is facred in my fight. Thou call ſt it inceſt ; 


»Tis innocence, 'tis virtue; if there's virtue 


In fix'd, inviolable ſtrength of love. . 
For, know, the moment the dark deed was done, . 


The moment madneſs made me Perſeus? wife, 
ON 1 feiz'd this friend, and lodg'd bim in my boſom, 


[ Sheqaving a daggers 


And now I fling me at thy feet, imploring 


Thy ſteadier hand to guide him to my heart. _ 


Who wed in vengeance, wed not but to die. 
Demet. Has Perſeus then an hymeneal claim? 
and death from me, 


Erix. Life is the foe that parts us; death, a friend 


| All knots diſſolving, joins us; and for ever. 
Why fo diforder'd? Wherefore ſhakes thy frame? 
Look on me; do I tremble? Am I pale? 
When I let looſe a ſigh, I'll pardon thine. 
Take my example, and be bravely wretched 
True grandeur riſes from ſurmounted ills ; | 


The wretched only can be truly great. 
If not in kindneſs, yet in vengeance ſtrike; 
»Tis not Erixene, tis Perſeus? wife 
Thou'lt not reſign me? 
Demet. Not to Jove. 

Erix. Then ſtrike. 


V Gazing on her with aſtoniſhment. 
How can I ſtrike? 


Yet how can I forbear? 
1 feel a thouſand deaths, debating one. 
A deity ſtands guard on every __ | 
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24d Tue BROTHER, 


Trix. As will thy brother ſoon: 

He's now in arms, and may be here this hour. 
Nothing fo cruel as too ſoft a ſoul; 
This is firange: tenderneſs, that breaks my heart; 
Strange tenderneſs, that dooms to — death — 
To Perſeus. 

Demet. True. — Bot how to „ ſhun that horror? 


Dy wounding thee whom favage pards w cold ſpare! 


My heart's inhabitant ! my ſoul's ambition! 


By wounding thee, and bathing in thy blood 3 


That blood illuſtrious, through a radiant race 


Of kings, and heroes, rolling down from gods? 
Erix. Heroes and Kings, and gods themſelves, muſt 
Jo dire neceflity. . [yu 


Demet. Since that abſolves me, 


Stand firm and fair. 


Erix. My boſom meets the point, - 


Than Perſeus far more welcome to my breaſt. 
Demet. Neceſſity, for gods themſelves too ſtrong, 
Is weaker than thy charms. [Drops abe dagger. 


Brix. 0 my Demetrius! 


[Turns, and goes toa 8 part of the Hage. : 
Demet. 0 my Erixene! [Back lent, weep, and-tremble. 
Erix. Farewel. [ Going. 


Demet. [L Paſſionately ſeizing her. ] Where ow . 
Erix. To leek-a friend. 

Demet. He's here. | 
Erix. Yes, Perſeus friend 


Earth, open and receive me, 


Demet. Heav'n ſtrike us dead, 
And ſave me from a double ſuicide, 


And one of tenfold death, —O oe! O Jore ! 
©; | | [Falling on his knees. 
„ Du Tm diſtracted. 5 (Lauck farting up. 
„„ 1 What 
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What can Jove? Why pray? 
What can I pray for? 
Erix. For a heart. 
Demet. Yes, one 
; That cannot feel · Mine bleeds at every vein. 
Wo never lov'd, ne'er ſuffer'd; he feels nothing, 
Who nothing feels but for himſelf alone; 
:! || And when we feel for others, reaſon reels, 
| OFerloaded, from her path, and man runs mad. 
As Love alone can exquiſitely bleſs, 
Love only feels the marvellous of pain; 
Opens new veins of torture in the foul, 


uſt | And wakes the nerve where agonies are born: 
Id | Fen Dymas, Perſeus (hearts of adamant!) 
Might weep theſe torments of their mortal foe. 
Erix. Shall I be leſs compationate than they?! 
[Takes up the dagger, 
„ What love deny 'd, thine agonies have done ; Lie, 
1 2 [Stabe perl 
er. Demetrius Goh outſtings the dart of death. 
2 ® Enter the KI N G, Cc. 
ge. E ing. Give me Demetrius to my arms; I call him 
es To life from death, to tranſport from deſpair. 
g. Demet. See Perſeus wife! [ Pointing at Erirene. 1 


Let Delia tell the reſt. 
Ling. My grief - accuſtom'd heart can ok too 3 Wt 
Demet. That ſight turns all to guilt, but t tears and 
death. 
King. Death! Who ſhall 1 quell falſe Perſeus n now. 
in arms? 
Who pour my tempeſt on os Caputo? 3 
How ſhall I ſweeten life to thy ſad ſpirit 
er. : Il quit a throne this e and thou malt reign. 
8 | 5; 1 Diemme. 


5% Though poor Erixene lies Wong by: 
but my father's, 
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Demet. You recommend. that death you would diſ- 


ſuade; 
Ennobled thus by fame and empire loſt, 
Ay well as life !—Small ſacrifice to Love. 


[ Going: to flab himſelf, the King runs to e it ; 


but teo late. 


King. Ah, hold! nor r ſtrike thy dagger through my 


heart! 
Demet. *Tis my firſt diſobedience, and my laſt. 
[ Falls down. 


2 There Philip fell! There Macedon expir d! 


1 ſee the Roman eagle hovering o'er us, 
And the 2 broke ſhould bring her to the ground. 


[ Pointing at Demetrius. 


Demet. Hear, good Antigonus! my laſt requeſt : 
Tell Perſeus, if he'll ſheath: his impious ſword 
Drawn on his father, I'll forgive him all; 


Her blood cries W ; 


| Peace. LDier. 
| King. As much his — wounds me as his 
e "Man. © 


What then are both O Philip, once renown'd! 

| Where is the pride of Greece, the dread of Rome, 
The theme of Athens, the wide world's example, 

And the god Alexander's rival, now? 

Feen at the foot of fortune's precipice, 

Where the ſlave's ſigh wafts pity to the prince, 

And his omnipotence cries. out for more. 

' Antig. As the ſwoln column of aſcending ſinoke, 


o ſolul ſwells thy grandeur, pigmy man 


King. My life's deep tragedy was plann'd with Wh | 


From ſcene to ſcene advancing in diſtreſs, 
Throogh a fad eden to tis dire reſult; | 
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I dif- As if the Thracian queen conducted all, 
And wrote the moral in her children's blood; 
Which ſeas might labour to waſh out in vain. 
oy Hear it, ye nations! diſtant ages: hear; 
es: And learn the dread decrces of Jove to fear, 

- His dread decrees the ſtricteſt balance keep; 

TOY. The father groans, who made a mother weep 3 
But if no terror for your/elves can move, 

: _ 'Tremble, ye parents, for the child ye love; 
poet For Your Demetrius: Mine is doom'd to bleed, 
"3 --A guiltleſs victim, for his father's deed. 
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AN HISTORICAL 
EPILOGUE 
By the AUTHOR, 


N EerLocue, through cuſtom, is your right, 
But ne er perhaps was needful till this night : 
L Tonight the virtuous falls, the guilty flies, 
 +Guilt's dreadful cloſe our narrow ſcene denies. 
In hiftory's authentic record read 
¶M hat ample vengeance _gluts Demetrius ſhade; N 
Vengeance ſo great, that when his tale is told, 
With pity ſome ein Perſeus may behold. 
Perſeus Jurviv d, indeed, and . 'd the throne, 
But ceaſeleſs cares in conqueſt made him groan: _ 
Nor reign'd he long ; from Rome ſruift thunder flew, | 
And headlong from his throne the tyrant threw : 
 Thrawn headlong down, by Rome in triumph led, ” | 
For this night's deed his perjur'd boſom bled : 1 | 
His brother's ghoſt each moment made him ſtart, i 
And all his father s anguiſh rent his heart. i| 
When, rob d in black, his children round him hung, | 1A 
And their raipd arms in early ſorrow wrung ; 5 5 
The younger ſmil'd, unconſcious of their us [| 
At which thy tears, O Rome! began toflows ", 
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So fad the ſeene What then muſt Perſeus feel, 


1 1 1 1 6 8 9 . 


To ſee Fove's race attend the viftor's wheel : 
To ſee the ſlaves of his worſt foes increaſe, 


From ſuch a fource ! — An emperor's embrace? 


He ficken'd ſoon to death; and, what is qworſe, 
He well deſerv'd, and felt, the cowards curſe ; 
Unpity'd, ſcorn d. inſulted his laſt hour, 
Far, far from home, and in a vaſſal's power : 
Fir pale cheek reſted on his ſhameful chain, 


No friend to mourn, no flatterer to feign; 
No ſuit retards, no comfort fooths his doom, 


And not one tear bedeaus a monarch's tomb. 
Nor ends it thus dire vengeance to complete, 


His antient empire falling, ſhares his fate: 
His throne forgot ! Hlis Weeping country chain'd! 
And nations aſe — here Alexander reignd d. 


A. public woes a prince's crime purſue, 


So public bleſſings are his virtue's due, 
Shout, Britons, ſhout —— auſpicious fortune ble es ! * 


And cry, Long live — OUR title to ſucceſs! 
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